To the Chateau de Ferrongalles goes Isabel Regan in 
search of her father. 

France had been the country of her birth 20 odd years 
before, but she had been removed from there before she 
was old enough to take notice, and her mother was always 
careful to impress on her that she could hardly belong to 
a country where she could not even remember having 
been : “ I am French, yes,” her mother would say, “ but 
this one — I don’t know. She belongs to no-man’s 
land ...” In the same way Tier mother always made it 
plain that Isabel was fatherless. 

The chain*of even which led her to the Castle, the 
strange company she iound there, the eventual discovery 
who her real <fathcr was, make To The Castle a story 
of fascination and ever increasing interest. 
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To-day, standing in the courtyard of the Savoy waiting 
for a taxi, I saw my dear father, the Due de Ferron- 
galles, which sounds rather grand, only he saw me, too, 
and we did not speak. It was a gloomy, rainy day, and 
taxis were hard to come by, and there were quite a few 

? eople clustered about waiting impatiently for them. 

'he man in charge was doing his best to be fair, but 
he could not haul people back by force if they nipped 
into a newly vacated taxi out of turn, and a stout Briton 
none too sure of himself who stood midway between my 
father and me was beginning to feel slighted. “You’re 
getting a bit peeved,” a friend remarked to him, and he 
said, “I certainly am getting peeved; I’m going to make 
a row! Look at that.” A taxi had come up, a woman 
with a fur piece and a dog over one arm was getting 
out, and already getting in on the other side was a 
triumphant man wl ' had only just come through the 
glass doors from the hall. My father smiled slightly 
to himself. He looked extremely distinguished, a tall 
man in a dark Homburg hat, a long rectangle of dark 
topcoat, grey trousers, bright black shoes. His handsome 
face was worn a little thin by time, but it was still a 
handsome face. I thought how odd it was to see him 
there in the busy midday gloom of the Savoy courtyard 
on a rainy day, with wet taxis turning their tight circles 
past him, as if he were any ordinary man; and then, by 
one of those swift reversals of perception, I thought how 
odd that I should think him odd, because he was simply 
the Due de Ferrongalles, not so well off as he had been 
before the war, but still well off enough, a charming 
man who once had two somewhat eccentric cousins, 
which is nothing unusual in the world. One cousin fell 
years ago on a neglected and unfrequented stairway in 
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the Chateau de Ferron^alles, by accident or because he 
no longer cared to be careful, and was found dead at 
the foot of it weeks afterwards, fairly unrecognizable; 
the pother had been a recluse almost all his life for some 
reason unknown and undoubtedly boring, as other 
people’s disappointments commonly are, and he had 
more or less dropped out of sight in the world. And so 
here was the Due de Ferrongalles. And now he was 
being put into a taxi by an apologizing doorman, and 
the angry Briton was making his silly row at last, and 
the world seemed a very queer place, impossible to 
know, with its simple, unalterable .facts hidden away be- 
hind thick layers of the flawed glass of versions, dis- 
tortions, and deceptions, with ignorance creating the 
reality that one lives with and reality becoming a legend 
accepted only by the remembering heart. 

Actually there was relentless ana revengeful cupidity 
behind the charm, murder behind the stumble on the 
stairway, madness behind the quiet retreat from 
society; but what does that matter now, the melo- 
dramatic truth, when one can scarcely believe even the 
melodrama spread out in the daily papers? At times 
it is history to me, logically joined to past and present; 
more often it is a nightmare; and sometimes it is a 
dream. 

It is a dream when small things remind me of the 
Chateau de Ferrongalles itself — small things like the 
smell of old wood-smoke in a cold room, the sudden 
silence of footsteps going from gravel to grass, the cold, 
rough touch of wet stone, clocks that tick sharply, a 
bedroom fire at night rousing itself from embers to 
flare silently for a minute or two, or the lovely soft silver 
flicker of poplars in a wind against a high blue sky; 
it is a dream when I remember the stable clock diffi- 
dently striking the hours or the look of the colonnaded 
quadrangle of the main courtyard, all sunlight and 
shadow and lazy silence; because it is a very old castle, 
and many things have happened there through the 
centuries, and none of them can possibly be as real as 
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the castle itself— the castle itself, its slate roofs and 
weathered pale stone walls and courtyards and galleries, 
its difficult doors and draughty passages, its long terrace 
overhanging the little river that washes the foundations 
of its walls, its panelled rooms and carved stone 
c h imn ey-pieces. The thought of it, wherever I am, 
whatever I am doing, can draw me out of the present 
and back to the heart of my private labyrinth, my own 
peculiar matrix, left now so far behind. I did not know 
that it existed for the first fifteen years of my life; I 
entered it for the first time at twenty-one; but it can 
enclose me as can no other house that has ever sheltered 
me; I can see it in clear, sharp detail; it becomes 
reality. . . . Now I hear again the enormous murmur of 
London, the large, aimless, untiring music of traffic that 
never reaches a climax of any kind. The castle is far 
away and very long ago. But when I listen to the present 
sounds they are like a ticking clock telling the wrong 
time. 

It is a mood, and it passes, but for a while it can hold 
me. It is hunger for what is gone, the most wearing, 
useless, painful hunger that a person can know, painful 
when the past seems obdurately remote, and equally 
painful when it conu.s close against all one’s senses ana 
seems more real than what is there. It makes one a cap- 
tive invisibly held, cstrangecMrom the real world, dumb 
and helpless, a sleeper desperately trying to awaken from 
a nightmare of now. 

There is no awakening, there is no going back, there 
is only remembering. But all I can bear to recall is 
what I could not bear to live again — which is, in some 
slight disguise for decency’s sake, all this: 

- ' 

My first recollections offkyself in a city called Wichita 
in the State of Kansas are of someone unwanted and out 
of place. I lived in the country of my birth, which is 
France, till I was old enough to take notice of it, but I 
was removed from it before I was old enough to remem- 
ber what I had noticed; and my mother was always 
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careful to impress on me that I could hardly belong to 
a country where I could not even remember having 
been. “I am French, yes,” she would say to neighbours 
whp inquired, “but this pne — I don’t know. Who could 
say?” 

“Well, she’s American now, anyway,” they would 
remark kindly, adopting me as easily as they in turn had 
once been adopted. 

“American?” my mother would say then with a snort, 
much amused. “Look at her!” I was and am very dark, 
swarthy, what is called in America foreign-looking. 
“No, she belongs to no-man’s land, that one. . . .” 

In the same way she always made it plain that I was 
fatherless. Indeed, I knew that she was my mother, 
that I was not merely a foundling forced upon her by the 
obscure customs of a distant land, only because I heard 
my stepfather speak of her as my mother. One day I 
traced in dictionaries in the school library the meaning 
of an epithet that she often spat at me in moments of 
anger — sale b&tarde. The sale I had understood; the 
meaning of b&tarde was new to me. I had taken it to 
mean brat, or something of the sort. Even then, of 
course, I did not for a moment believe it; I thought it 
only something to be said in moments of anger, like 
brat. Later, when I learned that it was true, I could 
not forgive my mother fo> having used the truth as so 
casual an insult. It was something that should not have 
counted with me at all, so wholly not my fault it was. 
If anything, I deserved apologies for it. I deserved being 
given an opportunity to forgive. But my mother re- 
proached me with it from the beginning. She was not, 
however, a pleasant woman in any way. 

She was coarse and vulgar; and I did not use the 
word ‘spat’ in any figurative sense. She was a woman 
troubled with a superfluity of saliva; a sucking sound, 
which meant that she was trying to get the situation 
under control, preceded every outburst. - And she was 
not one to be embarrassed when she sprayed somebody 
as she vehemently talked to him. She was also swarthily 
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dark and incurably unkempt. Her black hair straggled ; 
her clothes were always twisted in an unattractive way; 
and never since have I ever met a woman so shameless 
about her functions. She sometimes closed the- dpor 
when she went into the bathroom, but she leaned and 
opened it, no matter what she was doing, if she thought 
of something to say to my stepfather or me. She was 
greedy and noisy at table. I even saw her once or twice 
absently pick her nose in public. In a way it was all 
good for me. A bad example can be as educating as a 
good one. I was trained by the shock that her ways 
made our neighbours Jfeel. And she was an energetic 
housekeeper, and she was far from unhandsome. She 
had vivacious eyes and straight, superb features; it was 
a face with character. 

Until I was thirteen we lived in Wichita, Kansas, in 
a narrow two-storey grey frame house on Grove Street. 
The flat Kansas accent still clings to me; I still say 
cain't when I am stirred up. My first stepfather was a 
carpenter who had fought in the war — the first of the 
world wars. My mother had met him in Paris, passing 
herself off, I suppose, as a widow, and he married her 
and took us home with him to Wichita, where he 
coughed his life away doing easy jobs of indoor car- 
pentry, repairs and remodelling, in a slipshod, inefficient 
fashion. He was kind to met and told me to call him 
Papa, which I did, but without pleasure, because hearing 
me do so made her laugh sardonically at us both. 
When I was thirteen, he died, and we buried him de- 
cently, soldrthe house, and moved to New York, where 
my mother was soon employed by a number of small 
households as a daily or weekly cleaning-woman, a job 
she performed very well. She worked hard, she did not 
steal, and she did not- tell lies. By the time I was be- 
ginning to get over my shy and secret nostalgia for dear, 
flat, sunny Wichita, she had met and married a British 
sailor, a small, eager, thoughtful man, kind-hearted and 
romantic, and we moved to Liverpool. I was then at an 
age when one begins to think of one’s independent 
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future, and I dared to ask her, one day, about my real 
father — her sailor had told me that I could call him 
Dad if 1 liked, but 1 could not feel that he was going to 
belong to me even in so small a degree as the carpenter 
had done; I was getting too old for that. “What father?” 
she said, laughing, her eyes glowing. “You are a bas- 
tard, you know. Bastards don’t have fathers. Don’t 
count on anything from him. He begot you, and that 
finished it for him. He isn’t wasting any thoughts on 
you. He doesn’t care if you’re alive or dead.” 

That idea seemed to gratify her. What could I do? I 
drew down my shell and cowered behind it and said no 
more. 

We crossed the Atlantic third-class, my mother and I, 
sharing a hot little inside cabin in the bow of the ship; 
and it was like living for a week in a small elevator con- 
stantly in erratic motion. My mother was seasick all 
the way, and I had to take care of her because the stew- 
ardess refused to go near her — my mother was always 
disgusting in illness. And so, for the first time, she was 
at my mercy, and I got some information from her. 
One day, when I was looking out a fresh nightgown for 
her — she did not want it, but I could n6 longer endure 
the stained and foul-smelling old one — I found a picture- 
postcard in her suitcase, a glossy deckle-edged photo- 
graph with a soiled blank back. At right angles across 
the middle of the back was the name of the photo- 
grapher, a French name with a Paris address, but there 
was no message written on it, and it had never gone 
through the mails. An upper comer, where •presumably 
the picture had been identified, had been broken off. 
The back, as I say, was soiled, but it was not yellowed. 
The postcard did not seem very old. I wonder now if she 
played the thief for once in her life and stole it from one 
of the apartments in New York where she had worked. 
Or perhaps she boldly asked for it. The glossy picture 
was of a castle, a real castle, pale, beautiful, majestic, 
reflected in the tranquil water of a river. 

She was between vomitings at thes-moment, weak and 
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panting; her head ached badly; she had almost no 
re sistanc e. But she would not tell me names or places. 

“He lived there,” she said with a curious indefinable 
colou rin g of emotion. It was not bitterness; it was not 
tenderness. Perhaps it was only an awareness that once 
in her life she haa mated for love. But I, the child of 
love, was a dirty bastard prying where I had no business 
to pry. “Put it back where you found it!” 

“My father?” I said, entranced. The ship rolled 
slowly, hung motionless at a slant, and rolled a little 
farther; the open suitcase slid from wall to wall, a short 
distance; the woodwork creaked as the ship rolled back 
and righted itself; and the floor lifted and sank, lifted 
and sank, smoothly, sickeningly, as the pitching began 
again. “Where is it? Who is he?” She stared at me 
with, as I see it now, a smug, peasant insolence. This 
was ground that was her own, and she stood guard on 
it. “What a liar you are!” 

She was insulted. “No! He’s a duke. . . . Truly . . .” 
she said, and then she sank watchfully into herself again, 
peering out at me malevolently from the fortress of her 
secret. But I did not get an impression of permanence 
from her withdrawal It seemed that what she had said 
seemed to her to require the saying of something more, 
which is the only way I can put into words the subtle 
sensation I had then. I was, «of course, utterly uplifted 
by what I had heard. It was far more gladdening, more 
comforting, more warming than a dream of future 
glory, this glimpse of actual glory in the past. I had 
often dreamed of justifying — no, more than that, of 
making splendid my cheap existence by winning fame, 
fortune, and admiration from the world; this was — 
just then — better. My excitement did not shut me away 
from the events of the moment; on the contrary, it made 
me more keenly sensitive to them. I waited, and before 
long she said, “You have the eyes of that family,” and 
once again the-'fctnotional quality of her words was diffi- 
cult to judge. She was looking not into but at my eyes, 
and she did not s6e& to be so much coveting them as 
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gloating over them, as if they, or at least their peculiar 
conformation, were her own property. There was 
jealousy in her voice, but it seemed the jealousy of 
pqpsession. She was like Some fond mother watching her 
baby in another woman’s arms. Then she said with un- 
equivocal bitterness and a conscious sense of theatre, 
“Your eyes are your birthright,’’ and began retching 
again. 

That was the end of the second of our three talks on 
the subject of my father. When next I went weaving 
down the passage to the lavatory, I took with me the 
mirror from my mother’s handbag. It was quite a 
large mirror, about two inches by four inches, backed 
with cardboard covered in brown rayon faille. I locked 
myself in one of the compartments and studied my face 
very carefully and respectfully — because it had just be- 
come the face of a duke’s daughter. Why it should be 
better to be the illegitimate daughter of a duke than to 
be the illegitimate daughter of a plumber or a grocer or 
a sailor, I do not know, but I was uplifted by the thought 
of it, as I should have been crushed by the thought of 
the other. The idea of being a bastard scarcely troubled 
me any more because my mysterious father was a duke 
who lived in a castle. I did not resent his seduction of 
my mother or his failure to look after me; resentment 
came later. Just now I studied my face with enormous 
interest and respect. 

I was a few weeks past my fifteenth birthday, but my 
face had already pretty much found its final shape, and 
I was within an inch or two of my final height, which is 
better than five feet nine inches in my stockinged feet. I 
saw that I had my mother’s nose, long and straight, and 
my mother’s strong and stubborn jaw, but my eyes were 
quite unlike hers. They were long and narrow in shape 
and in colour a pure dark blue, but the most unusual 
thing about them was a kind of crease or fold under 
them, which gave the lower lids more prominence than 
is ordinary. 1 1 was a kind of incised line, not a shadow. 
It made the eyes look always slightly narrowed. But 
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their blueness might also be considered odd in so swarthy 
a face, black-lashed, black-browed, and framed in a 
thick tangle of black hair. 

For weeks afterwards I was more conscious of.my 
eyes than of any other part of me; I seemed to myself to 
be wearing them. But that feeling dwindled and dis- 
appeared and the glory of my birth dimmed in the long 
Liverpool years. In Liverpool I felt American, as I had 
never r eall y felt American in the United States, because 
I so despised Liverpool. I hated the fog and smoke and 
mud, and the yellow Mersey, and the rusty freighters 
and tankers anchored.in it, and the dull streets and the 
dull people, docile in misery, patient in poverty, and I 
began to feel that it was indeed God’s country on the 
other side of the Atlantic because He certainly sent all 
His finest weather there, as the saying goes. Liverpool 
seemed the place most neglected in all the world by 
everything joyous and hopeful. 

My mother’s second marriage suited her no better 
than the first. She was passionate, and the carpenter 
had been sickly, and the sailor was often away. As far 
as I know, she^was never unfaithful to either of them, but 
I do remcmb*er th- * her temper was always short in 
Liverpool, and mine was too. We took in lodgers, but 
they did not stay long — because the times were hard, 
and they lost their jobs or g«t into debt and had to go, 
or because my mother by chance mixed the foxes and 
the geese one way or another and they chose to go, in- 
dignant that my mother could think it possible for a 
retired housekeeper still a maiden to sleep in a bedroom 
whose closed door faced the closed door of a bedroom 
where slept a solicitor’s clerk, or for a solicitor’s clerk to 
share an attic with a greengrocer, or for a greengrocer 
to sit at the same table with a plumber, though the 
plumber’s hands were quite clean, but what can one 
expect of foreigners! And one foggy dripping winter 
night, when Everything I touched was clammy with 
damp and a choking smell of coal-smoke and soot per- 
meated the heavy air, in a sudden storm of despair I 
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cried out, “Oh, damn that Duke in his castle who lets 
me live in a hovel in this ugly town for all my days!” 

“He doesn’t care that for you,” my mother said 
cruelly, snapping her fingers. 

We sat in the dank, shabby, orderly kitchen with the 
gas-oven lit and its door open for warmth — a mean ex- 
pedient, I thought — and the old cold odours of fifty 
years of other people’s cooking polluted the air sordidly. 
“Or for you!” I said with bitter triumph. 

“Or for me,” she agreed, for once peacefully at my 
side in contemplation of our mutual past. “Ah, well, he 
was only a boy. He was only sixteen. . . . What could 
he do?” 

This shocked me. I knew that my mother had been 
twenty when I was born, and I had thought of my father 
as a man much older than she, a suave, wicked, ex- 
perienced duke for whom I would be a natural conse- 
quence lightly shuffled off at the time, but very possibly 
an object of interest later. Now I became an inept acci- 
dent, something to be ashamed of, to dread the sight of. 
There is something queerly distasteful about having for 
a father a boy of sixteen. Sixteen when I was born, then 
fifteen when I was conceived — horrible'! Or sixteen 
when I was conceived, therefore seventeen when I was 
bom — could I hope for that? 

My mother felt my shock without clearly understand- 
ing it and turned against me once more, roused by it 
from her dream of the past. “Yes, sixteen!” she said 
spittingly, grinning at me. “Just sixteen!” She was as 
dark and vehement and spiteful as a gypsy. Her teeth 
were strong and white. There was hatred in her eyes. 

“Who was he?” I said fiercely, but without hope. 
“Where does he live?” 

“Ah, you’d like to know that, wouldn’t you, little 
bastard, and go begging for your rights? . . .” Her eyes 
were hot depths of darkness. 

And so perhaps it was only jealousy after all, the 
jealousy of possession, that made her dislike me so much 
when my father came in questions Boy though he had 
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been, he was nevertheless the great thing in her life, her 
point of contact with the grand upper world of money 
and ancestry and power — and I had a better claim on 
him than she had, I who had never seen him, who«had 
suffered no pain for him, I whom he had never seen. 
But she had other natural reasons to hate me. She cer- 
tainly had not gone with him into the bushes, or where- 
ever it had been, in order to have a child. I had been a 
most unwelcome by-blow from the beginning, and a 
nuisance later on. Perhaps it was greatly to her credit 
that she had not abandoned me on the doorstep of some 
Paris orphanage, thaUshe had, indeed, let me be born. 

We were spared the trouble of burying my second 
stepfather. He was drowned from the deck of a tanker 
in the Bay of Biscay. We then went to London, and not 
long afterwards, soon after my seventeenth birthday, 
my mother married for the third and last time. He was 
middle-aged, Swiss, and a waiter in a Soho restaurant, 
a stout man with cheeks so red and mottled that they 
looked diseased. Then I left her, robbing her of that 
picture-postcard as I went. I had taken a business 
course, at the suggestion of and financed by her kind- 
hearted sailor, ana ^ot a job as a file-clerk in the office 
of a button factory, then as receptionist-typist with a 
firm of young architects. I went from them to a pub- 
lishing house in Bedford Street ; and while I was work- 
ing there, my mother died, at forty-one, in childbirth, 
and I was alone in the world. 

But here the paths divide. I can see very clearly my 
mother’s daughter at twenty-one, a tall, thin girl with 
unusual blue eyes in a swarthy face, black bobbed hair, 
a soft, flat Kansas accent, good French, undependable 
manners; but when I think of that girl, who called her- 
self Isabel Regan, she does not seem to be myself. I 
remember her as if I had been an onlooker in her life, 
an interested 'observer. I can recall her thoughts and 
feelings, but I can hardly believe that they were ever 
mine. I feel the closeness of blood-ties with her, but I 
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also feel the distance that exists between any two 
people, however nearly related they are. Isabel at 
twenty-one puzzles and irritates and embarrasses me; 
it isjsabel at twenty-two who was my inseparable, un- 
analysable self. The break, the change, was as quick and 
complete as that, because it was not so much a change 
as an awakening — the awakening that comes when 
through a child’s illusion of being a passenger on some- 
one else’s ship breaks the realization that one is all by 
oneself in a little boat of one’s own — but that the boat 
can be rowed and steered somewhat in the direction, at 
least, of the destination one chooses. There is all the 
difference in the world between those two states of mind. 
And so it is not strange that I cannot find myself, the 
self that I have known since then, in that girl who lived 
in so heavy a spell of passive expectancy and watchful 
waiting. She is someone else, someone I once knew very 
well and remember very clearly, but someone I cannot 
now speak for in my own person. 

And so, she was private secretary to one of the direc- 
tors of Blakcney and Potts, a difficult man — his secre- 
taries never lasted long — and she shared an office with 
one of the two readers, Daphne Small, who was some 
years older, who had been at Oxford, who went home 
at week-ends to Holme Manor in Hampshire, where her 
family had lived practically since time began, and who 
was very pretty in a blunt, fair-haired, pink-and-white, 
orthodox British fashion. And her manners were irre- 
proachable. How Isabel did envy her . . . and pity her! 

I remember very well that mixture of depressed envy 
and proud pity which for a while magnified Daphne 
Small into an obsessing symbol, and I can remember 
the mixture of romantic hope and realistic discourage- 
ment that nourished it. When week after week went 
by and nothing happened, when Isabel saw how she was 
becoming established in spite of herself with a good job 
and a place to live and habits of independence and an 
increasing background of commercially valuable ex- 
perience, all of which were turning her willy-nilly into 
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a self-sufficient working-girl, she envied Daphne Small, 
who had all that and so much more besides. She saw 
that a father is only what he gives — a roof overhead, 
food on the table, clothes to wear, protection, kindness, 
guidance, and a name. If he gives those things, he is a 
father. If he gives nothing, he is nothing, and it counts 
for nothing that he happens to be a duke. He might just 
as well, for all the difference it makes, be a beggar, a 
butcher, a carpenter, a sailor — anything. 

Thus she reasoned, trying in dejection to convince 
herself that the grapes were sour, but behind the cold 
logic there loomed a wraith that belonged to a different 
order, of reason. Her father was a duke — a fact that 
meant nothing but still would not be dismissed. It was 
no more than a habit of thought in her head, five in- 
tangible, weightless words linked together to make an 
idea, yet it influenced her unreasonably. Any other five 
words would have had the same effect if she had ac- 
cepted them as true — which made it so particularly 
unreasonable. If her mother had let her think the car- 
penter was her father, that would have made him her 
father — but she was very glad her mother had not done 
so, for then she woul not have been richly haunted by 
the existence of that unknown other man; then she 
would not have been able to feel, whenever her life 
seemed specially drab, that *the real materials of her 
life were yet to come, then she would not have been able 
to pity Daphne, whose possibilities were all known. 

Consequently, she never dared show anyone the post- 
card picture. She could not risk learning that it was 
merely a picture of some desolate national treasure 
inhabited only by history. 

She shared a flat not-far from the office with two other 
girls, one a typist with Blakeney and Potts, the other a 
clergyman’s daughter who was trying to go on the stage. 
Miriam had a sleek and sleepy beauty, pale-skinned and 
red-haired, that would have provided her with a lively 
social life except that she was serious. She went out only 
on business, to show herself at the right places ; otherwise 
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she stayed at home and read aloud from Shake- 
speare in a prim, precise, emotional voice. The emotion 
in it was always the sapie — sweet pathos asking un- 
answerable questions of life. The typist was another 
sort altogether — a plain girl, a thoroughly nice girl, a 
peacemaker, an apologist. The clergyman’s daughter 
once said she thought Isabel looked like someone with a 
romantic-past, and Isabel loved her for it. The typist, 
however, levelled everyone. She was the sort of person 
who fancies that kings and commoners are very much 
alike at heart, and she looked at all ranks with the same 
mild, matter-of-fact compassion that took all the colour 
out of the world. 

It was a small flat for three people, bedroom, sitting- 
room, and kitchen-bath, with a cover for the bath when 
it was not in use — small rooms all of them, facing north 
and east; and the three girls were not specially con- 
genial types. Still, they rubbed along, taking sides with 
one or another against the third over particular irrita- 
tions, but making no permanent exclusive alliances of 
offence and defence. Betty and Isabel quarrelled with 
Miriam over the negligent theatrical ways that she was 
earnestly cultivating — a trick of being always non- 
chalantly half-dressed unless she was on the point of 
leaving the flat, a habit of balancing her cup and saucer 
precariously to free her hands for gestures, the use of 
makeshift ashtrays when conventional ones were all 
over the place. But Betty and Miriam took sides against 
Isabel about opening windows wide at night to let the 
smuts blow in and settle on everything, so that one could 
not even simply get dressed in the morning without 
getting one’s hands dirty. And Miriam and Isabel took 
sides against Betty on the question of veal and pork 
instead of mutton and beef for dinner. They had one 
rather funny debate on food once — it lasted a whole 
evening — with Betty attacking the myth, as she called 
it, that British cookery was not the equal, in its way, of 
any in the world. It ended, I think, when she brought 
the King and Queen into it somehow. 
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And so, for a while, it was up in the morning, a quick 
wash, coffee and toast eaten .standing, then clip-clop 
on high heels down the stairs, and outside into the fresh 
morning or the raw dawn, depending on the season,' to 
hurry through Covent Garden to Bedford Street, pick- 
ing one’s way between vins and great dray-horses and 
carts, with the clatter and bustle of grey, busy London 
as a second alarum to complete the awakening. Then 
past the low, old, time-sagged windows of Blakeney and 
Potts, up the two long flights of narrow, carpeted stairs 
to the sunny office — wide-windowed, its walls dis- 
tempered a jonquil yellow — that she shared with 
Daphne, and “Good morning, Miss Small!” and the 
day began. 

Henry Dolphin, whose secretary she was, had his 
office down a flight and at the front of the building. 
It got no sun, but it was large and furnished to his taste 
— grey walls, thick grey-green carpet, a small set of 
open shelves, displaying an austere selection of books — 
Henry James, Stendhal, Dorothy Richardson, and so 
forth — and a black oak table and thinly cushioned 
black oak chairs. 

Henry was then hirty-two or three, the great- 
grandson of the niece of the original Blakeney, tall and 
spider-thin, fair-haired, with a mask of a face and grey, 
impassive, intelligent eyes. 4Ie was a bachelor and 
lived alone ; his only close relative was a sister who was a 
rather distinguished professor of economics at one of the 

E rovincial universities. He had many French friends; 

alf his correspondence was in French; and Isabel took 
that to be his chief reason for putting up for a time with 
their not infrequent disagreements. He was an unreas- 
onable man. He wasted her time gossiping about 
authors and agents and then complained that she never 
got things done when she should. He grumbled tedi- 
ously about decisions the other directors made that he 
disapproved of/npt blaming her for them but permitting 
her to observe at close, range and in explicit illustration 
the sour humour they evoked in him. He would 
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sometimes announce in the morning, “I am definitely 
not feeling my usual genial self to-day,” and that would 
have to serve as apology, for a whole day of snappings 
and snarlings. In other respects he was rather sweet. 
He did not seem to mind if she forgot to call him sir, and 
sometimes he climbed the long flight of stairs himself to 
give her some task to do rather than summoning her 
down to him, and he could be very amusing about 
authoresses, whom he detested, especially those unpre- 
tentious ones who liked, as he said, to make light of their 
mediocre accomplishments. That sort were simply irri- 
tating to him; they ground down his soul on the wheel 
of their gay modesty, he said, while the pompous ones 
he could laugh at and almost enjoy in an angry way. 
He was a difficult man. 

And there were days when Isabel could almost have 
wished he would fall and break his neck or get run over 
by a bus — he was notably impetuous on stairways and 
in traffic — so arbitrary and contradictory he could be, 
so cruelly distracting at busy moments, so blithely off- 
hand in his overriding of other people’s routines. 

Their little difficulties never came to ..anything very 
serious, however, until one January morning when he 
misread the entries in his appointment book and took 
it upon himself to put through some telephone calls that 
scrambled his whole day.* Isabel unavoidably felt some 
reluctance about taking over the straightening out, and 
she let her reluctance show. 

After the short, sharp discussion that ensued, she ran 
up the long flight of stairs, burst in on Daphne, and 
said, “Well, do warn my successors of that loose rod 
fourth step down, or Henry’s secretaries will be dying 
like flies.” 


“Oh, my dear, not the sack?” said Daphne in- 
credulously. 

“The sack,” said Isabel, emptying the drawers of the 


desk of her private belongings. 

“Oh, my dear, don’t ao^tjiat; he’ll bp relenting any 


moment now. 





“I don’t think so. And if he does, I shan’t.” She was 
very angry. He had been unjust. 

“Oh, my dear, don’t stick in your toes. These aren’t 
the times to be out of work.” 

“Something will turn up,” she said, and at the foot 
of the stairs, or perhaps merely from the door of his 
office — he had a carrying voice — Henry shouted, “Miss 
Regan!” 

Daphne laughed. “Well, there you are!” she said 
gaily, but Isabel went on stowing her things into a string 
bag that she had meant to use for some laying in of 
stores that evening. ‘.‘Now, look here, my dear,” said 
Daphne, sobering, “you simply must not be obstinate. 
It’s so silly. It’s so unwise. You’ll feel all proud and 
triumphant to-day, but to-morrow you’ll be kicking 
yourself. It isn’t easy to find a job now. I’ve a cousin 
who’s simply haunting the publishing houses, trying to 
find any sort of opening — trying for months and months. 
He’d take your job in a flash ” 

“Well, give him a ring,” Isabel said, but then Betty 
came in at the door, mild and reasonable, seeing all, 
guessing all. 

“Isabel,” she said “Mr Dolphin wants to see you in 
his office at once.” 

“Oh, all right,” Isabel said weakly, and Daphne 
looked relieved. 


Henry was standing by his pale windows, silhouetted 
against daylight, but the winter daylight was dim, and 
his face could be seen plainly — not that much could be 
read on it. “Well,” he said when Isabel came in and 
stood by the table, “I see I’m not to expect any sort of 
apology from you.” His voice was cold. 


She said nothing, and for a very good reason. She 
had weakened enough to regret the scene they had had 
ten minutes before ; the thought of unemployment really 
did scare her — there were so many out of work at that 
time; but she felt that his regret was not decided enough 
for an apology to do much good now. He was troubled 
by the scene, which temundignified, and he was 


ichJ^j#^eVmundignif 


i & >' 

A ** «>. 


» . 1 *. 



dreading the inconvenience of breaking in a new secre- 
tary to his dear whims, but his dread was not so high a 
wall that he could not see beyond it to the status quo ante 
that would follow a reconciliation — and the look of it 
did not really tempt him. She did not suit him, actually; 
he wanted a willing slave. He found their conflicts in- 
teresting and rather a pleasant test for himself, but if he 
had had a willing slave in his office he would have been 
glad to look for ms entertainments elsewhere. If she had 
said, “I’m sorry, Mr Dolphin, very sorry,” he might very 
well have made up his wavering mind and said, “But 
it’s no good our trying to go on,together, is it?” And 
she would have lost what upper hand she had. 

He walked a wide circle round her to close the door 
that she had left open. “I’ve never known what to 
make of you, and that’s the truth,” he said, coming back 
to sit down at the table, his hands clasped behind his 
head as he stared up at her. “Don’t just stand there 
sullenly silent,” he said bitingly. “If you won’t apolo- 
gize to me, you may as well ask me to apologize to you.” 

“Would you?” 

“Definitely not,” he said, taking his hands down and 
sitting up straight with some satisfaction. 

“Well, then.” 

“Well, then, as you say. I just can’t analyse you,” he 
went on with a vague sweep of his hand through the air, 
jeering up at her with grey, sharp eyes. “You seem to 
lave a very peculiar idea of yourself. I should say the 
jasic element in your character is resentfulness. What 
lave you got to be resentful about? You baffle me. 
You stalk about like Sarah Siddons herself, putting 
something of grandeur into every gesture. . . . Sombre, 
morose, and unforgiving. Who wants a tragedy queen 
typing his letters? I ask you, who does?” 

“I type very well.” 

“That’s very true. But you really had' no business 
telling me to ao my own dirty work, hadf you? . . .” 

“I suppose not.” 

The telephone rang. He picked it up and said, “ No, 
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I won’t. . . . No. And don’t put any more calls through 
to me for the present, please. I’m engaged. I’m at war 
with Miss Regan.” And so she knew that she had got 
the sack all right. He would not have said that if he had 
meant to keep her on. <( And justice and fairness had 
nothing to do with it, had they?” he continued, replac- 
ing the telephone. 

“Oh, I think they had, morally,” she said, sitting 
down without leave on the chair near the table, her 
usual chair for taking dictation. 

‘‘Stubborn Miss Regan. I suppose it’s the Irish in you.” 

‘‘There’s no Irish ii\ me.” 

‘‘Regan?” 

“It’s really Regan. And it’s my stepfather’s name, 
anyway.” He waited abstractedly, cat at the mouse- 
hole. “That’s all,” she said, grinning at him. 

He lifted his fair brows without looking at her and 
laughed a little “All right. ... I play that game,” he 
went on as if changing the subject, “of guessing at the 
lives of people one sits opposite to in trains. I’ve always 
thought myself rather good at it. But I’ve seen a good 
deal more of you, and the closest I can come is that 
you’re a dispossessed rincess waiting rather impatiently 
to be recalled to a throne.” 

“Oh?” she said, feeling stabbed. 

“Merely waiting. Doing nothing whatsoever about 
fomenting a revolution, or whatever it is dispossessed 
princesses do to advance themselves.” 

“I believe in fate,” she said because nothing more 
repressive occurred to her. 

“Ah, that fits in very nicely. And said very superbly, 
too, quite in the tradition. Sarah Siddons at her best. 
Sarah Siddons typing letters and believing in fate at 
some two pounds a week. ...” He looked at her, looked 
away, and said, “I may as well say quite frankly that I’m 
doing my best .to make you cry.” He sounded a bit 
ashamed of lihnself. 

“Go ahead and try,” she said doggedly. 

“When a horse throws one, one must get up on him 
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again at once, not to lose one’s nerve. But if one doesn’t 
mean to do that, surely the horse must be punished 
somehow, so he won’t go off thinking he can get away 
with it. Or she, as the case tpay be.” 

“And it will also make you feel so much better about 
everything.” 

“About being called an unjust, bullying coward try- 
ing to crawl out from under at someone else’s expense. 
. . . Yes, exactly.” 

“I apologize, Mr Dolphin.” 

“Well, I’ll be damned,” he said, really surprised. 
“With all your heart?” 

“For saying it. Not for thinking it. It was perfectly 
fair to think it.” 

“And there we are again,” he said, slapping the palms 
of his hands down on the table. “What 1 ask myself is, 
what’s going to become of you? There aren’t any 
thrones left in the world, Miss Regan; there aren’t any 
King Gophetuas; there aren’t any Prince Charmings. 
Well, yes, there are: one has only to read the news- 
papers — but what I mean to say is, they aren’t to be 
counted on. You’re quite good-looking enough to snare 
a duke, I grant you, but you can’t live ydur life in that 
expectation, trusting to fate — my God! — because it’s 
very apt not to happen, don’t you see? The chances are 
a million to one against il»” 

“I don’t want to snare a duke.” 

“Well, what do you want?” 

She thought for a moment and finally shrugged her 
shoulders slightly. “I don’t know.” 

“Fate. Destiny.” 

“More or less.” 

“And who am I to say you’re wrong?” he said, sigh- 
ing and smiling, but looking thoroughly exasperated 
none the less. He got up and paced the room, troubled, 
it seemed, by indecision at a decisive moment, and the 
murmur of London mingled with the silence for a minute 
or two. “Obviously,” he said at length, “we have come 
to a parting of the ways, have we not?” 
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“That would appear to be the case,” she said evenly, 
but her fear was very real, and it made her regret very 
sharp. She saw herself standing in the rain in queues 
at employment agencies. 

“I can’t keep you on when you’re so insubordinate a 
subordinate, can I? Well, at least I got my apology, 
such as it was. ... I expect I shall miss you, Miss Regan, 
in a happy sort of way.” His face was flushed. “Have 
you anything in mind for yourself? No, of course you 
haven’t; you must wait to be kicked upstairs by destiny. 
But is there anything in the offing for you, or have you 
been unforgivably insolent while standing at the end of 
a plank, so to speak?” 

“More or less,” she said again. 

“Well,” he said, pacing about, hands in pockets, his 
coat rucked up round the neck by the hunching of his 
shoulders, “there’s my friend Yves d’Ayz, who’s a cousin 
of the Due de Ferrongalles . . . not a very nice chap in 
many respects, he’ll probably try to seduce you, but I 
shouldn’t allow that if I were you. It would come to 
nothing and be a waste of time, destiny or no destiny.” 

“Who’s not a nice chap, the Duke or M. d’Ayz?” she 
said quietly, anxious that he should not stop talking and 
start thinking and perhaps change his mind. 

“I don’t know anything about the Duke, I’ve never 
met him. ... I met his siste* once ; she’s a very nice 
woman. . . .” He stopped in his pacing and faced her. 
“You aren’t related to that family, are you?” 

She felt an awareness of motion deep in her mind, 
slow and heavy, overcoming inertia, gathering momen- 
tum, something large getting under way at last, a great 
ship slipping its tugs in the night and starting its en- 
gines to proceed alone. She said, “Not to my know- 
ledge. Why should I be?” 

“I’ve always wanted to ask you that,” he said, a bit 
ashamed of himself again. “It’s none of my business, of 
course: No, I believe you. It’s just that you have the 
look of that family, the height, for one thing, and some- 
thing about the eyes. You could be related in some 
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out-of-the-way fashion, you know. I mean, it’s entirely 

P ossible, isn’t it? . . . Well, the fact of the matter is. Miss 
Legan, Yves wants a secretary to help him with a book 
he’s writing. He’s suddenly decided to be an author. 
God! It sounds a thoroughly dull book, I must say, a 
turning-out of some minor dirty-linen cupboard in 
history, but I suppose we shall have to have a look at it 
if it ever comes to anything. . . . He’s about one-third 
done, I think, and he’s doing both the French and Eng- 
lish versions himself, tandem-style. Silly. But you 
could be useful to him, and you know how a manuscript 
ought to look — and it would spare me a good deal too, 
I must say.” 

“Oh, yes, he’s the one you’re always writing to about 
idioms. I remember.” 

“And it’s been a bore. As you know. Well, there it is. 
As a matter of fact, I’ve thought of sending someone 
over to take a look at what he’s done so far — Miss Small 
or someone else minor who wouldn’t be too inflating for 
his ego, just to see if there is anything in it for us: he’s 
been begging me to, and we really owe him that much. 
He’s the one — do you remember? No, it was before 
your time — he’s the one got us that Grand Prix du 
Roman book we were so hot on. . . . And he saved the 
day for us with Miss Marple, that time she took offence 
— he gave her a round oS merriment in Paris and intro- 
duced her everywhere as the most subtle and unappre- 
ciated of English realists, which pleased her, you can 
imagine, with her silly books selling like hot cakes in the 
railway stations. ...” 

“He sounds a very good chap.” 

Henry made his most expressive face, which expressed 
the vagueness of dubiety. “Tlie one great drawback 
would be that I don’t think he’s ever had a secretary 
before; this is rather a departure for him.” 

“That’s no drawback.” 

“I mean, he’d not know the proper care and treat- 
ment of secretaries — oh, I see what you mean.” He 
laughed. “The horse that’s never been ridden. No 
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training, but at least no bad training. True. . . .” He 
drifted to the window and looked out on winter grey- 
ness. “No, he’s not such a bad chap, I suppose. ... A 
bit of a tease at times, that’s all. So I shall send him 
you. That should pay him off, don’t you think?” he 
said, glancing over nis shoulder with a smile. “No, he’s 
not a bad sort. An out-and-out egotist, of course, as 
selfish as they come, really fantastically self-absorbed; 
but clever, and not really unprincipled, I think. . . . 
I’ll tell you what,” he said, turning, “if you go, we might 
send Miss Small over at the same time for a look at that 
book. Give Miss Small a little excitement. You could 
protect her.” 

“Do you mean that — protect her?” 

“No, of course I don’t! Good Lord! I shouldn’t re- 
commend you for the post or the post to you if there 

were anything at all like that I’m not an evil old 

man! He’ll pay fairly well, I should think; and if he 
doesn’t, you must screw him up, that’s all. Make your- 
self useful, in a business way — I’m serious about that, 
by the way, that wasn’t quite' a joke — and then put the 
screws on.” 

“Where does* he ,livr 

“In Paris. He has a very charming house there. He 
collects things, rather knowledgeably. . . . You’d have 
to find lodgings for yourself — h could recommend you a 
good inexpensive hotel to start with. Or do you know 
Paris?” 

“Not at all.” 

“Well, are you interested?” 

“Very much.” 

“Destiny calling?” . 

She laughed; he laughed, too, but dubiously. “No, 
thank you very much, Mr Dolphin, I’m really very 
grateful; it’s very kind of you.” 

“Then would you,” he said, coming back to the 
table, “as a special favour, reserving your right of pro- 
test, straighten out the mess I’ve made of my appoint- 
ments this afternoon?” 
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“Yes, Mr Dolphin.” 

He sighed and sat down and folded his hands over his 
concave middle. “I breathe again. You might start 
with Mrs Devereux. There the rub is I talked her into 
cancelling another engagement to lunch with me. You 
haven’t much time, so get cracking. And you might 
telephone the agencies some time to-day and see about 
a replacement for yourself — it’ll take a week or so to get 
things arranged with Yves, so you’ll have time to break 
her in for me. And the appointment with my tailor is 
one you mustn’t sacrifice, no matter what. That’s 
important.” 

“Yes, Mr Dolphin.” 

“So get cracking, will you!” 

"Yes, Mr Dolphin!” 

There was an immediate and fabulous flowering of 
expectations, an infinite branching of bubbles each en- 
closing a picture of the future, some of them very contra- 
dictory. She imagined dozens of differing welcomes of 
herself, and dozens of family situations all of which con- 
tained an inevitable niche for her, and she could hardly 
keep her mind on any task. At the back of her mind, 
like a dark ground for the bright pictures, was the idea 
of a possible cruel rejection, but that did not really dis- 
may her. She was young enough to feel that there must 
be pleasure in tragedy; she could even look forward to 
being perfectly miserable — in a castle. 

All her pictures of the future had the castle for their 
background. She leaped confidently past the meeting 
with the Duke’s cousin to the meeting with the Duke 
himself. She was sure that it would come. 

Miriam envied her; Betty thought her a fool to take 
a job with foreigners. But Betty helped her shop for a 
second-hand suitcase — she could not get all her posses- 
sions into the two she already owned — and made lists of 
what she should buy. But they were not very practical, 
those lists. She could have lived comfortably on a desert 
isle with what was on those lists, but she was not going 
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to a desert isle: she was going to Paris. And she had 
nothing like enough money to supply herself on that 
scale, in any case. She contented herself with a spare 
toothbrush, six new handkerchiefs, four pairs of silk 
stockings, and a pair of black leather gloves. 

In applying for a passport she made a rather sad dis- 
covery. Her mother had travelled to England as an 
American citizen, having become one by marrying the 
carpenter from Kansas, but she had become British 
when she married the sailor, and she had remained that 
when she married the Swiss waiter, who was also a 
naturalized Briton; and all the while, Isabel, as a minor 
child, had been faithfully following her mother through 
these changes. There was no question about it. Though 
she was born in France and transported out of France by 
no impulse of her own, Isabel had been for a while an 
American citizen and was now a British subject. At 
least it made the obtaining of a passport a simple 
matter. 

When that was done, there was only one thing more 
to do, and it was something’ that she could do very 
gladly. She said good-bye to Betty’s brother John. 
He was a diffident, gangling young man of twenty-three 
employed at Thos. Cook and Sons, and he had for some 
time been persecuting her with invitations to dinner or 
to see a film or to go to the ballet, which he may well 
not have been able to afford, and she was running out 
of excuses for not accepting them. He had fallen a little 
in love with her, but she did not know that, or knew it 
but would not admit it — it was her first experience of 
the kind, and it was unfortunate for both of them that 
he was too much benumbed by his own shyness to be 
aware of her feelings and that she was too unimpressed 
by him to care about his. Her treatment of Betty’s 
brother John was one of the things that Isabel at twenty- 
two remembered with shame. But at the time he was 
merely 'someone clumsily thrusting the facts of life be- 
fore her in a very unattractive guise ; and she was very 
glad to see the last of him. 
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Finally, on a Sunday afternoon, the day before her 
departure, too restless to do anything else, she took a 
last walk through the streets of London. She suffered 
from the empty feeling of -apprehension and excitement 
that all travellers must feel, however used to travel they 
are, because people are born to put down roots, ana 
every journey, even from hotel to hotel, is an uprooting. 
Her roots had always been shallow, but she found out 
that they existed when she prepared to go. 

It was a cold, bright day, not a typical day. Foot- 
steps were loud on cold pavements, and the clear air 
seemed to put all distant views of London behind glass, 
making of them marvellously life-like panoramas 
stilled and remote. She said good-bye to Eros, for tra- 
dition’s sake, strolled up Regent Street and down Bond 
Street, along Piccadilly to Hyde Park Comer and back 
through the Green Park to St James’s Street, took a last 
look at Nelson’s lions, and then went down to linger on 
the Embankment, leaning on the parapet to look at the 
river, the great Thames taking its slow curve past his- 
tory two thousand years deep on its banks; but as she 
stood there she realized that she felt not like someone 
setting put on a journey, but like a visitor on the eve of 
going home. What she suffered from now was the im- 
patience, the sudden hunger for home, the sharp nostal- 
gia of someone who has been too long away, but will not 
be away much longer. 

She nardly noticed London any more; her thoughts 
were all on the future that had dimly begun to glow on 
the horizon, on the southern horizon towards which she 
gazed. 
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Early on the Monday morning, because there was fog, 
Isabel taxied to Victoria station with her three large 
suit-cases, arriving there — after a tedious and nerve- 
racking progress through dark, wet, indistinct streets 
that once or twice involved waiting in vain for suspected 
cross-traffic — not much in advance of the train’s de- 
parture. In the dark, enormous cavern of the station, 
sounds of metal striking against metal, sounds of iron 
wheels rolling on concrete platforms, low voices, loud 
voices, footsteps walking, footsteps running, whistles, 
clinkings, hissings, compartment doors slamming — all 
these sounds multiplied themselves in the cold, raw air, 
reverberating to fill the great enclosure with a hollow, 
murmuring overtone, background to the immediate 
sounds endlessly repeated. She felt a bit yawny with 
nervousness and excitement; and she walked unsteadily 
as she followed Ker por r, several times almost bumping 
into people. It was cold. She wore a thick dark-blue 
coat over a woollen coat and skirt and jumper, with a 
blue felt hat pulled down well oyer her ears and her new 
leather gloves on her hands, and she still felt cold and 
consequently depressed as well, deeply doubtful of the 
enterprise she was engaged in. 

She did not come upon Daphne in the station, but that 
did not matter because their seats on the Golden Arrow 
had been booked at the same time and would be to- 
gether. But it had been decided definitely only on the 
Friday before that Daphne would use the ticket bought 
for her — Henry had wavered desperately between going 
himself, sending her, and sending no one — and that 
afternoon had been complicated by an exchange of wires 
with Yves jn Paris; and Yves’s acknowledgement of the 
final decision was so innocently overjoyed that Henry 
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had been tempted, he said, to change his mind again 
and break the man’s heart after all. But he did not. 

Inside the train the air was dry and warm, and Isabel 
felt better about everything. Daphne was there, looking 
pink-and-white and very pretty in her light blue 
travelling tweeds. 

- “ There you are, my dear!” she cried. “At last! Was 
it the fog? My dear, isn’t this luxury?” 

• “But you can’t want to sit facing the engine ” 

“Honesdy, I don’t mind at all. Isn’t it cold?” 

“Awfully,” said Isabel, hanging up her coat and 
sitting down opposite Daphne, who smiled. Isabel 
smiled. 

The first almost imperceptible movement of the train 
gave her the thrill of memory roused. She had not been 
on a train for four years, and she had forgotten that 
heavy gliding motion of immense weight and power that 
seems to run on stored momentum; she had forgotten 
the slow clicking thud and clank over rail-joints that 
quickens into a speaking rhythm saying portentous 
things, and the sense of being on one’s way, beyond the 
power of a change of mind. They ran out of the heavy 
fog as they left the suburbs behind, but *the day was still 
grey, misty, and dripping, and the backs of row dwell- 
ings that occasionally appeared along the tracks, all 
alike and all mean, did rot make the leaving of England 
something to be regretted, whatever was ahead. 

Two hours later, as they left the train at Dover, the 
wind whipped at Isabel’s heavy coat, and Daphne said, 
“Smell the sea!” and another passenger behind them 
remarked wisely, “We’re going to have a rough 
crossing. . . .” 

It was a rough crossing, up and down, up and down, 
all the way, like riding on the pedal of a bicycle, but 
they stayed on deck, where the wet, cold, salty blasts of 
wind were a counter-irritant, and rather enjoyed the 
motion, which was, as Daphne dangerously remarked, 
really quite pleasant in a sickening way. None the less, 
it was dismaying, on the windy quay at Calais, to hear 
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the wise passenger remarking, “Not too bad, after 
all!” 

The French Golden Arrow seemed enormous after 
the little English train; it brought to Isabel’s mind dim 
recollections of big American trains; but this car was 
not only large but also elegant. It was French. There 
were French porters in smocks and berets outside on the 
windy platform; there were French people settling them- 
selves in the train with little exclamations of pleasure 
and satisfaction, reviving into the confidence that being 
on one’s own soil brings; and English travellers had 
turned sprightly and a little loud: they were in France. 

The tables were laid for lunch. 

“Feeling better?” said Daphne, taking up the menu. 
“This sounds very good.” She laid the menu down be- 
fore Isabel. “And I am famished.” 

“So am I,” said Isabel. 

The engine made a little startled scream; the train 
moved. 

After lunch, over good coffee, Daphne offered Isabel 
her cigarette case; they shared a match; and fumbling 
her words a bit — this was a departure! — she suggested 
that they might use e ’.ch other’s Christian names, at 
least when it wasn’t business. . . . 

“All right,” Isabel said, watching France through the 
wide, clear window ... a londy rural landscape, not 
wild but lonely, little villages, white-walled, red-roofed, 
posters saying vichy . . . dubonnet . . . empty high- 
ways. Behind her, a French couple were talking quietly 
together, subdued by the approaching end of their holi- 
day ; they were wondering if they would be met at the 
station; they reminded each other of little troubles at 
home that they were returning to; they sighed; once 
they laughed, but not very gaily. Nevertheless, they 
were returning home, to a house or flat that they knew 
well, where they would be welcomed, if only by familiar 
rooms and well-known homely odours. 

“And oh, that business!” said Daphne* “I feel that 
any power of judgement I ever had is simply seeping 
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away down cracks and crevasses. I’m so dreading I 
shall read it and think it frightful when it’s really mar- 
vellous, or the other way round, which would be quite 
as bad. . . .” 

“Oh, no, you’ll know,” said Isabel, looking out at 
lonely, frozen fields streaked with snow here and there, 
at leafless trees and heavy grey sky, as she sat inertly 
swaying with the motion of the train. 

“But Mr Dolphin’s depending on me, you know — he 
says he means to follow whatever lead I give him, and I 
don’t want to let him down.” 

“You’ll be all right when the time comes,” said Isabel, 
taking a fresh cigarette from her own case, which she 
left doubtfully open on the table between them. 

An attendant came by to present the luncheon bill, 
counting the chalk marks on the cloth for extras; and 
dusk deepened outside, lights twinkled in the blue win- 
ter twilight, points of brightness far away, bright streaks 
across the darkness nearby; and now she could see her 
reflection in the glass of the window, a shade travelling 
at her elbow, obsessed by its inaccessible memories. 

She did not try to think seriously of what she was 
travelling to. It was too large to be thought about; it 
was the rest of her life. It was reunion, the discovery of 
reality, of the true foundation, of the solid earth itself; 
it was the awakening out of a nightmare of not belonging 
to the busy world round her. It was finding out what she 
really was, because it was finding out her context. 
When she looked ahead, it was to beguile herself, al- 
most consciously, yet half convinced of what she 
dreamed, with a vision of the Chateau de Ferrongalles 
and its Duke as they must be if they were to have a wel- 
come for her. It would be a beautiful and luxurious 
castle. He would be a duke to his fingertips, above the 
world’s narrow standards, but kind and responsible and 
understanding, too. He would have a charming wife, 
benevolent and sympathetic, with whom he was very 
happy. It would be a happy household, the perfect pic- 
ture of a happy household, as static and lovely as the 
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picture-postcard of the castle itself. Everyone in it 
would love everyone else. There would be no flaws 
that her arrival could widen into ugly chasms of dis- 
agreement. And then from his cousin in Paris would 
come strange news. A girl had turned up bearing an 
unmistakable likeness to the family; in all innocence, 
before seeing her, his cousin had hired her as secretary; 
but now it seemed that she, too, had been innocent in 
the affair, for she asked nothing, expected nothing, and 
so deserved everything. Then he would come in haste 
to Paris, and she would meet him. 

But under this manageable pastel confection of the 
future there was a dark reality of the past that swam 
away from her whenever she reached for it. She had 
been here before — in that tragic time of Flanders and 
the Marne and Chateau-Thierry and Verdun she had 
lived in Paris — but she could not remember it. She had 
left Paris by train with her mother and stepfather in 
winter weather like this, bundled for warmth, he had 
told her, in an army blanket, .but she had not slept, he 
had said, she had looked out bright-eyed at everything; 
yet she could not remember it now. There seemed a 
kind of membrcfne bet.' sen her thoughts and the past; 
they could not break through, though the membrane 
was so thin that almost she felt the stir of life beneath 
it. 

One reminding word to direct their effort was all 
they needed, she felt, but no reminding word came, only 
Paris itself, the Gare du Nord, a surly porter in beret 
and blue smock and leather strap; endless cold cement 
platforms and ramps; a cold, train-smelling gloom; 
fresh, cold, night air; lights. 

In a taxi travelling dangerously fast they rode through 
dark, slanting, busy streets to the hotel that Mr Dolphin 
had recommended, and Daphne took charge there, but 
all her happy composure had abruptly disappeared; she 
was distant and subdued, and it seemed that everything 
had begun to bore her. She demanded a sitting-room, 
bedroom with twin beds, and bath in a high, listless voice, 
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her eyes focused anywhere but on the clerk to whom she 
spoke, as if she hoped for very little from what she gave 
herself the trouble of saying, and Isabel wondered 
whether she was tired or whether she disliked the look of 
the hotel, which was certainly not impressive, though it 
was fascinating — they stood in a narrow, stone-floored 
corridor at the hall-porter’s counter, and at the far end 
of the counter, on the other side, the hall-porter was 
sipping unobtrusively at a glass of dark liquid, which, by 
the expression on his hard, pleasant face, was possibly 
medicine, and behind him a canary in a black wire cage 
was singing under its breath, possibly so as not to attract 
the attention of a great mouse-coloured cat sleeping on 
the table below the cage, and at the end of the corridor, 
through glass doors, one could see the evening traffic 
of Paris moving fast in the cold night air. 

But when they were alone in the sitting-room of their 
suite. Daphne had no criticisms to make of the hotel. 
She went to the window and opened it slightly for fresh 
air — with six degrees of frost outside ! But the room was 
stuffy and stale-smelling. It was a red room — red velvet, 
red plush, red carpet, papered with red roses; on the 
white marble mantel of the chimney-piece was a vase 
of dark red immortelles reflected in the mirror above the 
mantel. The window overlooked a glassed-in court, 
dimly glowing; there were a few lighted windows in the 
opposite facade. She closed the window and jerked the 
curtains shut and moved to the mirror. After a moment 
she said, “It is too blue. I always did think so.” 

“Your suit? It’s lovely!” 

“Too blue,” she said gloomily. 

“No!” 

She took off her hat and pushed at her fair curled 
hair, made a face, shook her head, and turned away from 
the mirror. “Oh, Lord,” she said, and then she said, 
“Sorry.” Isabel gave her a puzzled, inquiring smile. 
“Never mind. It always affects me this way, somehow; 
I don’t know why.” 

“Paris?” said Isabel, remembering that Daphne’s 
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change of mood had come as the train slowed to a stop 
in the station. “Or just travel abroad?” she continued 
doubtfully, but as she said it, she felt sure that no 
other city could have had that effect on Daphne — not 
Rome or New York or Amsterdam or Madrid. Italians 
and Spaniards would be natives, New Yorkers and the 
Dutch would be provincials, any Briton could make his 
own rules among them; only Paris was formidable. The 
French were not natives in Paris, they were Parisians, 
and formidable. 

“Well, here we are,” said Daphne snubbingly, and 
then there was a knock on the door and a page came in 
with a letter for her that had been, he said, waiting for 
her arrival, only the clerk had forgotten it till now. 
She laughed dryly and seemed to feel a little better 
about things. “It’s a wonder they remembered it at all,” 
she said when he had gone, opening it brusquely and 
looking first at the signature, which was her way of do- 
ing things at the office. “Oh?” she said, and then she. 
frowned over the letter itself, which was handwritten 
and difficult and quite long. “But what’s all this in aid 
of?” she said, laughing again. She looked up. “From 
our friend M. d’Ayz. - iome and see.” 

She sat down on the red plush sofa, Isabel sat down 
beside her,' and they read the letter together. It was an 
odd letter. The first long paragraph was an elaborate, 
an almost Chinese welcome of Miss Small — and Miss 
Regan — to Paris; the next was a string of rather 
mysteriously undefined apologies for his manuscript; 
but they were followed by a lavish defence of it, which 
concluded the first page. The next page was utterly 
baffling. The first half of it thanked her for granting a 
request that had not, so far as they could see, been 
made; the final paragraph spoke of railway stations and 
a noon train to Tours that would be met by him there 
with very great pleasure. 

“Why on earth?” said Daphne. 

“Turn back; there was a sentence I skipped; it was 
so unreadable ” 
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“Good Lord! half of it was unreadable; we shall have 
to go through it word by word. . . 

They went through it word by word, and Daphne got 
out her little silver pencil ahd circled the words that 
they could not make out, and they held the paper off 
at all angles and squinted at each word in turn and tried 
to catch it unawares to make it take a more reasonable 
shape than the one it persisted in holding. They got 
rather hilarious, as people always do over such prob- 
lems; they giggled a good deal. 

Then Daphne said, “But three words won’t change 
the meaning, and it’s obviously all about his book, any- 
way — what does he mean, meet the train at Tours?’’ 

She had got her courage back. In a moment she de- 
cided to telephone him and get the matter cleared up. 
There was no telephone in the suite; she had to go down 
again to the hall-porter’s cubby-hole. But she went very 
gaily, like a schoolgirl on an adventure. Her background 
had risen up round her again, strong and unassailable, 
shielding her even in the middle of Paris. 

Ten minutes later she came pelting back, very much 
excited. “My dear,” she said, “will you come? It’s 
quite beyond me; my French simply isn’t up to it. He 
isn’t there — I gathered that much — but the servant 
seems to know all about it. Do come.” 

Isabel, who had been ‘sitting in a kind of stupor of ex- 
pectancy, rose and followed her along the dim, narrow, 
red-carpeted corridor and down the curve of the little 
red-carpeted stairway that served their part of the 
corridor, to a tiny office behind the hall-porter’s cubby- 
hole, where the telephone waited off its hook. The 
hall-porter had put the call through for Daphne, and 
he watched from his counter with quizzical interest as 
Isabel undertook to carry on where she had failed. 

But the servant’s French was her mother’s French, 
clear, distinct, and meticulous, and she had no trouble 
with it even reduced as it was to the vibrations of a little 
black diaphragm. M. d’Ayz had gone on Saturday to 
the Chateau de Ferro^alles, and he expected them to 
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join him there. “Yes,” she muttered, feeling cornered, 
and she turned and told this to Daphne, who said in- 
credulously, “But how frightfully inconsiderate!” 

“I thought it must be that,” said Isabel, who was 
equally dismayed. It would be death to all her hopes if 
she walked in without warning to embarrass her father 
before his family. 

She had got the impression that Madame d’Ayz had 
not gone with her husband, so she asked politely to speak 
to her. There was no Madame d’Ayz, the servant re- 
plied, perceptibly astonished; M. d’Ayz was not mar- 
ried. Then could he, Isabel suggested, himself arrange 
to show Miss Small the manuscript here in Paris, either 
at this hotel or at M. d’Ayz’s house? No, he was very 
sorry, he had not the authority to do that. 

She told this to Daphne, who said, “It’s most awk- 
ward and difficult. How can we thrust ourselves on a 
perfectly strange household? — I don’t know what to 
say.” 

“Would you want to go? I mean ” 

“I’d like to do the job I was sent to do, that’s all,” 
said Daphne sharply. “But I don’t see ” 

“Perhaps he's on te;ms there so he can invite 

Then you could go, and I could stay here and see about 
lodgings for myself, or something ” 

“I couldn't go alone ” said Daphne, and of course 

she was right: they both had to go or they both had to 
stay; they both had to make the same choice, so that 
they would not seem to criticize each other. 

“Well, wait,” said Isabel, and she spoke into the tele- 
phone again. But the Duchesse de Ferrongalles, she 
said, was she aware of this invitation that M. d’Ayz had 
taken it upon himself to give on her behalf? 

There was a pause. 

The Duke was a bachelor also, the servant answered 
uncomfortably, troubled by this close questioning, and 
he was quite sure that, in effect, any suggestion of M. 
d’Ayz’s would be approved — that she need not concern 
herself with any question of 
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Isabel could not speak for a moment. If ever she had 
doubted the power of destiny, how could she doubt it 
now? He was a bachelor, he could not be embarrassed 
by her unexpected arrival— ^at least, not in any way that 
required her sparing him. She would have had to re- 
spect the feelings of his innocent wife; but he had no 
wife — and besides, it was not her volition that was tak- 
ing her there, but his cousin’s. It was working out. She 
felt an awed elation about the way it was working out. 
It promised well. 

‘‘What did he say?”asked Daphne. “You look so 
shocked!” 

“Wait a moment.” But was there, then, no lady, 
Isabel said into the telephone, residing at the castle? 
For now she remembered Henry’s warnings about his 
friend, and they did not seem fantastic to her as she 
stood at the scarred desk in the little queer-smelling 
office of this hotel in Paris, with the sound of the evening 
traffic of the city audible through closed windows and 
closed doors. 

Oh, yes, he said ; indeed yes. At present there was the 
Comtesse de Varaisne, who was the Duke’s sister; and 
he sounded then rather sweet and kind, as if it had come 
to him that this had been the difficulty all along and 
sympathized, though he could not help being a little 
amused too. 

So she thanked him very much and apologized for 
taking so much of his time, and he said it was nothing, 
and she replaced the telephone in its cradle and smiled 
at the hall-porter. “Good news?” he said, laughing, as 
he came to let them out of his realm, and she laughed, 
too, as she passed him, with Daphne behind her. 

They said nothing on the way back to their suite. 
Daphne unlocked the door, which had no doorknob on 
the outside, only a keyhole, with a large stationary knob 
in the centre panel for pulling it shut. Then she said, 
pushing the door shut behind them, “Now tell me every- 
thing,” and Isabel did so. 

“I suppose I’ve got to go,” Isabel concluded. 
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“Must you? Yes, I suppose you must. It’s your job, 
isn’t it? But ... I was sent here to read a manuscript. 
How can I go back without even having seen it?” 

“Well, you could go and see it.” 

“And find perhaps he’s gone dancing off to— to 
Biarritz or somewhere with it tucked covetously under 
his arm ” 

“But why should he do that?” 

“I don’t know why I said that ! Only, the whole thing 
seems so irregular,” Daphne complained, sitting down 
on the red plush sofa. “I mean, so — so casual! Oh, I 
may as well tell you, Isabel. Mr Dolphin as much as 
said he wasn’t a very dependable chap. I was to be very 
guarded. I’m going to have a cigarette.” She got up, 
took her cigarette case out of her handbag, chose a 
cigarette, struck a match for it, picked up an ashtray 
from a little table that was well out of reach of any chair, 
and sat down again on the sofa with the ashtray in her 
lap. Then she leaped up and said, “Sorry! Did you 
want one?” 

“No, thanks,” Isabel said, chiefly to spare her feelings. 
She sat down again. 

“The fact of the matter is, I don’t think I should let 
you go alone. I’m a bit older, and . . . well, Mr Dol- 
phin told me to keep an eye on you, see you settled in, 
so to speak. ...” 

“He told me to keep an eye on you." 

“He didn’t!” She looked up at Isabel, and then she 
laughed. “Oh, that man is a wretch,” she said affec- 
tionately. “One never knows where one is with him. 
All the same . . .” 

“Perhaps he had to go, M. d’Ayz — perhaps he was 
summoned. ...” 

“Then why couldn’t he have made arrangements for 
me to sec the manuscript here?” 

Isabel thought about that, grasping the cool edge of 
the marble mantel with both hands and staring into the 
red immortelles. “Well, couldn’t he be wanting to show 
you off to his family — to impress them?” 
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“I love the way you put that. It sounded so Irish! 
But that’s ridiculous. Impress them with me ?” 

"Well, as the representative of Blakeney and Potts 
come specially to see his hook, even though it isn’t yet 
finished,’’ said Isabel, whose face was flushed, but she 
kept her back turned. 

“But that sounds so innocent!” 

"You mean you think it’s some kind of plot?” said 
Isabel, turning her head slowly to look at Daphne and 
feeling as if she peered through a murkiness of shadowy 
motives that she had been trying to guess at. The strain 
of an exhausting day of travel had overtaken her, and 
the strangeness of knowing that outside the curtained 
windows was busy Paris on a winter night bewildered 
her. 

"My dear, I could think anything; it’s all so hole-and- 
corner and complicated and unnecessary — no, in point 
of fact I meant — well, unsophisticated. So sort of 
childish.” 

"Well, people do get unsophisticated and childish 
about books they write. You know.” 

"Oh, Lord ! Yes. But a Frenchman, cousin to a duke, 
with tons of literary friends ...” 

"But his first book.” 

"It’s possible. But how selfish!” 

“But perhaps he things what a treat it’d be for you — 
for us — to see the chateau. ...” 

"I know! And it would be ! If only that had been the 
arrangement! I suppose it didn’t occur to him that I 
couldn’t decide for myself where I went and how long I 
stayed? ... I mean, people who’ve never worked for a 
living — that’s it, of course. He simply doesn’t under- 
stand. ...” Isabel saw that she was talking herself into 
going, and did not know whether to be glad or sorry. 
Being alone might have made the great meeting simpler 
and easier for everyone, but having an observer would 
be protection if something went wrong. "I don’t want 
to offend him. But on the other hand . . .” 

They discussed the matter for some time, and Isabel, 
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without any conscious intention of doing so, found her- 
self shifting her arguments to keep Daphne passive. 
When Daphne began to worry about taking too much 
upon herself after all, she suggested wiring Mr Dolphin 
at his flat, asking for instructions. But when Daphne 
began to compose the cable she felt compelled to point 
out that if he strongly disapproved, he would think ill of 
Daphne for not seeing the unwisdom of the change of 
plan for herself, whereas if he thought it an obvious 
necessity, he would accuse her of making a mountain of 
a molehill and tease her about it at the office for ever- 
more. 

Isabel settled at last into a course of minimizing the 
step — probably only a day or two more away from the 
office, and Daphne had brought work along to do at odd 
moments, anyway, and only the extra expense of a 
round-trip ticket to Tours, which could not amount to 
much, and she would merely be doing what she had been 
sent to do, which was to take a look at M. d’Ayz’s manu- 
script, never mind where — and saw then that she was 
behaving like an amateur painter afraid to do anything 
more to a picture that had accidentally gone very well. 
She wanted to»leave well enough alone. 

As it turned out, Henry would have been furious if 
Daphne had not gone, so that was all right, but the worry 
of not being sure on that point made Daphne rather 
irritable for a while, though sRe tried to hide it. They 
had dinner in their suite, and food made a difference. 

Sipping coffee after dessert, Daphne said at last, 
“You’re very silent, Isabel,” and the brittleness had 
gone from her voice. 

“It’s been a long day,” Isabel said, and she at once 
realized that the day was now over. Dinner had been 
the last barrier between herself and the swift, dark 
descent into sleep and the morrow — the station, the 
train, the journey, the castle. There was nothing that 
she could shelter behind now; she had already started 
on the last movement of time that would take her to face 
her only living parent. 
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“All on edge about the new job?” said Daphne kindly. 
“How well I know that feeling!” 

In the morning Daphne had several business errands 
to do for Mr Dolphin; Isabel trailed along with her. 
They had a very early lunch, and at noon they settled 
themselves in the coup6 of the Orleans train at the Gare 
d’Austerlitz. 

It was a short journey — not much more than three 
hours — through rolling fields and woods, frozen and 
leafless now, but it was dull as are all journeys on rail- 
ways, which take their long, straight diagonals through 
scenery so arbitrarily, so unresponsivcly, that they seem 
thereby to turn the scenery against them, so that it 
shuts them out. Daphne had a manuscript to read; 
Isabel spent her time trying not to think of the cousin 
whom she was shortly to meet, because she remembered 
his letter now as that of someone quite unprepared to 
be kind to a new relation. In every phrase of it there 
had been egotism and conceit and an airy disregard of 
reality. She could not believe that he was really ignor- 
ant of Daphne’s lowly position in the firm; she felt that 
he was wilfully deceiving himself, probably on the prin- 
ciple that the British always understated things, or else 
that he was wilfully determined to force the acceptance 
of his own evaluation of the facts. She did not like the 
way he ignored the personality, the humanity, of his 
new secretary, referring to her always in an after- 
thought, as if she were something that existed only to 
link him importantly to Blakeney and Potts, almost as if 
she were on loan from them. She felt that a girl really 
on her way to take a job with him could have looked for- 
ward to a thin time of it. And she felt that her actual 
situation might be even worse, as long as she was at his 
mercy. What would such an airy egotist, prepared to 
receive an unknown insignificant hireling, do when he 
met instead a long-lost relative with claims on his 
family? If Henry had noticed the resemblance, he 
would certainly do so; and how would he respond to the 
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necessity of revising a scene that he had planned along 
quite different lines? 

It seemed possible that he might behave very badly 
indeed. She could imagine him hotly refusing to have 
anything to do with her, abandoning her in the station, 
driving off with Daphne; and she saw herself hiring a 
car somehow with promises and pleadings and arriving 
at the castle to find great gates barred against her. A 
nightmare of involved frustrations, each more impos- 
sibly absurd than the one it grew out of, swelled up 
darkly before her. Destiny had sent her across an ocean 
and three-quarters of the way across a vast continent, 
and then had brought her back in slow steps, from 
Wichita to New York, from New York to Liverpool, 
from Liverpool to London, from London to Paris, and 
then one step farther; but now that the goal was so near, 
she could not quite believe that she would be allowed to 
reach it, after all. Something would happen to prevent 
her. Or perhaps in some obscure part of her, fearing 
what she longed for, dreading the irrevocable reality 
of her dreams, she only hoped that something would 
happen. 

When the train sloped, slowed yet more, glided, and 
halted with the faintest of jolts in the station at Tours, 
she felt half sick with excitement and alarm. She got 
herself out of the train by assuring herself that her cousin 
would not be there, that it was all a mistake, that no 
one would be there, that they would have to telephone 
and send wires and perhaps turn round and go back to 
Paris again, and how irritated Daphne would be. . . . 

But he was there, unmistakably himself, just beyond 
the gate. For the first time in her life she had the sensa- 
tion of recognizing a relative, of feeling round her the 
ramifications of family, and almost at once she became 
aware of a great flatness of disappointment — because 
no sudden instinctive affection for him rose in her. In- 
stead*, she felt unexpectedly hostile and far more separ- 
ate from him than from a stranger; for there he was, 
well-dressed and comfortable and careless, and there 
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she was frith her ill-fitting clothes and a practically 
empty purse, caring too much. She almost hated 
him. 

He was tall and thin, in his late thirties, blue-eyed, 
more brown than dark, with a large forehead and a 
short, square, stubborn chin and elegant hands that 
were slender and rather small; and for a moment he 
looked purely triumphant as he saw that they had in- 
deed come at his summons, the representatives of his 
English publishers-to-be. He wondered which of them 
was which; he looked from one face to the other — and 
then quickly, unbelievingly, back to the first face. And 
then he stood like stone, still staring, and the expression 
in his eyes changed slowly from simple astonishment to 
ridiculous protest as he realized what she must be. It 
was proof enough that she carried her birthright in her 
countenance, and far more plainly than she had sup- 

! >osed. Just before it was time to speak, he managed to 
ook away. He glanced at his watch, glanced over his 
shoulder at a traveller in a red hat, acted out the idle 
curiosity of a man at ease, glanced at Isabel, said spite- 
fully with a pleasant smile, “Such a bean-pole!” and 
turned to shake hands with Daphne. 

It was a cruel greeting, but there was an intimacy 
about it that established her in the family whether he 
meant it to do so or not— she knew that he could have 
spoken like that at first sight only to a young relative. 
She felt accepted — and slapped. For a moment the 
world rocked. Then the shock collected her; it made her 
see him clearly as a petulant dragon that she must get 
past in order to reach her father’s protection. 

Daphne was shocked, too, whether by the simple 
rudeness of his remark or by the impropriety of such a 
welcome from an employer to a secretary, Isabel was not 
certain, but she was somehow quite sure, after a moment, 
of what Yves was feeling. It was all subtly there in his 
curiously trivial face. His first instinctive revulsion had 
become futile, petty anger. If he had been some thirty 
years younger he might have doubled up his fists and 
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viciously kicked at her because she had come to spoil his 
lovely party. It was really no wonder he was childishly 
upset, however. Other things had very recently gone 
wrong for him; he had come to the station with much 
on his mind. This was a last straw for him. 

His car was outside, drawn up carelessly at a slant 
to the kerb. It was a grey Rolls-Royce and very beauti- 
ful; it made the other cars in the square look like dere- 
lict machinery. Isabel was put in the back seat with the 
luggage piled round her feet; Daphne sat in front beside 
Yves; and off they went very fast through a fair amount 
of traffic — cars and trams and pedestrians — across the 
station square, to the left on a boulevard, to the right 
on a long avenue, and over a bridge across a broad, 
quiet river with islands in it. Isabel looked back once 
to see the twin towers of the cathedral at Tours rising 
above the little rooftops, but she quickly and nervously 
faced front again, because they were going very fast 
indeed — seventy miles an hour, perhaps — on a good 
sandy road through the empty winter countryside; but 
on the wrong side of it, of course, as it seemed. But after 
a while, abruptly, he took his foot off the accelerator. 
He had realized tha* his angry speed was taking him 
home too quickly, before he had thought what to say 
when he got there. They almost crawled the rest of the 
way. Daphne glanced at him qnce or twice, puzzled but 
grateful; he paid no attention to her. He was thinking 
hard and getting nowhere with his thoughts. Their 
speed did not triumphantly rise again. 

Isabel opened her handbag wide and without taking 
the picture-postcard out looked at it, at the pale walls 
and towers serenely reflected in water, stared at it, 
studied it, and looked up from it at intervals to see at 
last in the distance the incredible reality of it. 

_ It was just like the picture, and it was altogether 
different. It was a majestic huddle of shabby grey 
masonry under a winter sky — grey, time-pocked walls 
and towers, heavy rooftops. People had lived there for 
hundreds of years and were living there now. It was 
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real. Her mother had known it; she had travelled the 
road Isabel was travelling now. 

The road curved; the castle disappeared; and she did 
not see it again till they wdre passing through the single 
street of a tiny village under its eastern wall between 
hillside and river — peaked-roofed houses and a shop or 
two on the one hand along the river, on the other, doors 
and windows in the hillside itself, opening, she thought, 
into storage caves of some kind. A large brown dog 
ran behind the car, barking and snarling at its tyres. At 
the end of the street the highroad turned sharply north, 
but the car continued straight on up a steep cobbled 
incline and turned at the top of it to the left into an old 
paved courtyard. 

Then she was within the castle. On all sides its ancient 
walls rose to the cold sky; there was silence except for the 
chirping of a melancholy little bird. And Yves had still 
not thought of what to say. He sat motionless. Daphne 
glanced at him inquiringly. He did not notice her 
glance. Perhaps it was occurring to him how much 
wiser it would have been to leave his new-found relative 
in a hotel at Tours, so that he could have made his ex- 
planations unhindered by her presenefe, because he 
lifted his hands in a little futile gesture of disgust and 
struck the steering-wheel. It was too late. Servants were 
coming out of the house; a middle-aged man in black 
with a pinched, sad, plump face as pale as wax, a foot- 
man in a sort of livery. On the other hand, it might not 
be too late — he could take her back there now and re- 
turn alone. An air of uncertain purpose came into his 
posture; he half turned, as if to speak to her; and by in- 
stinct, without thought, she leaned forward and opened 
the door for herself and stepped out of the car. Having 
reached her goal, she was going to cling like a leech to 
it, by instinct. He got out of the car, too, then, and 
Daphne got out, and the footman began lifting out the 
suit-cases. He was well-trained ; he did not look up ; and 
neither did the butler. 

“Well,” said Yves desperately, “shall we go inside?” 
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“It’s all so interesting,” said Daphne, much relieved, 
“so lovely and still,” as she moved towards the 
carved stone porch and the great, dark door that it 
sheltered. 

But as Isabel took a step to follow, Yves moved into 
her path and stopped her, motioning the servants to go 
on without them as he spoke privately to her. He still had 
not recovered his presence of mind ; he was still futilely 
rebelling. And he would not look at her. It seemed he 
could not bear to look at her. It seemed that she dis- 
him, by-blow of a casual passion that she was. 
in heaven’s name did it nave to be done like 
he said. “Why couldn’t there have been some 
warning? Perhaps I could have arranged something, 
if I’d been warned ! Yes ! But now I can’t do a thing !” 
He was fiercely angry, but it was not the anger between 
strangers or friends that puts a space between them for a 
moment; it was instead the enclosing sort of family 
anger that shuts the world away while two relatives 
settle their differences. It made her feel that she be- 
longed where she was even while it greatly unnerved 
her. “You’ve made things impossible for me, that’s all. 
Bringing this disgrace down on him — inviting you here ! 
He’ll be unmanageable. And just when it was par- 
ticularly important that ” 

But he was only concerned for himself, and she 
stopped listening to him because at that moment, 
through the door that the butler was holding open, a 
new voice came, a slow voice, dark, as some voices are, 
and though what it said was gay enough, there was 
something reluctant in the gaiety: “Good afternoon, 
Miss Regan or Miss Small, have you had a pleasant 
journey?” 

Isabel had turned her head towards the sound; now 
she looked feverishly at Yves, her eyes asking for con- 
firmation of her guess at who the speaker was. But he 
had turned his head, too, and was still gazing at the 
door. “Oh, God!” he said. “Of course he would choose 
to be civil to-day ... for a change.” And then he 
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shrugged his shoulders and resigned himself to what was 
coming, perhaps trusting himself to manage, perhaps 
weakly giving up. “Do you have a sense of humour?” 
he asked her with the calm of the doomed. “There is a 
wayward one that runs in the family — have you it? 

Because the comical thing is ” He stopped, turning 

his head again, distracted by what the other man was 
saying in amazement within the hall: 

“But what’s wrong? What is it?” 

“No — no, nothing,” Daphne was heard to say in a 
stammer. She seemed hardly able to speak at all. 

“Nothing It’s just that ” Yves made a face — 

and made up his mind. He went swiftly inside. 

His dismay should have prepared Isabel for the re- 
ception she was going to get, but it did not; reality was 
steadily eating away the edges of her hopes, but she 
only retreated from it to deceive herself tenaciously a 
little longer — and if she had not been able to do so, I 
suppose this affair of forcing her way into the household 
of strangers would have been too much for her. She 
followed him as if drawn by a cord round her neck into 
a large echoing gloominess with people in it. 

He had already begun to speak, and his plangent, 
tenor voice was as distracting, as annoying as a buzzing 
fly. “Miss Small,” he was saying, “wants her tea. 
Wants it in every sense of the word — isn’t that right, 
Miss Small? You’ve met my cousin? The Due de 
Ferron^alles, Miss Small, of Blakeney and Potts, the 

English But you will want to go to your room, I 

know, and relax a bit after this tedious travelling 

Arnaud, will you show Miss Small to her room, if you 
please — and take the luggage up at once, Joel?” But 
he was accomplishing his purpose; he was making a stir 
through the tensions and clearing the hall. If he had 
not done that, they would all have been standing frozen 
in silence, as Isabel and her father were standing, for the 
comical thing was that she looked enough like him to be 
his daughter in anyone’s eyes — in the eyes of the most 
casual and unobservant stranger, and therefore how 
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much more so in the eyes of the household servants, of 
his sister, of his friends ! He had no choice of explana- 
tions. There was only one explanation that anyone 
could believe. Her claim on him was indisputable. 

He looked as if he were drowning in the realization of 
that. His face was tilted up, like that of someone neck- 
deep in water. He looked down his nose at her, amazed, 
incredulous, trying to understand, what had suddenly 
appeared out of the blue before him, and the dimness, 
the high ceiling lost in shadows, the echoing stillness gave 
the moment a solemnity that awed her. He was a re- 
markably handsome man, tall and dark, heavy-browed 
and sombre, and quite unapproachable, quite formid- 
ably distant, not at all the kind of person at whose lapel 
one could catch and make protestations to. He would 
always choose his time to listen. She did not try to 
speak; she waited; but her blank stare must have 
seemed to him purposeful and implacable, instead of 
awed and expectant. Shyness is often mistaken for 
hostility. 

At last the expression in his long, narrow blue eyes 
altered. He was searching — she knew this, she was 
certain of it — for her mother’s face in his memories of 
the past. He found it, closed his eyes for a moment that 
seemed long, opened them, and said to his cousin in a 
growl of finally exhausted patience, “What are you 
trying to do? What are you up to now?” 

“But I did not know!” Yves said earnestly. “Hon- 
estly I did not know, 1 swear to you, Mathieu, I give you 
my word of honour ” 

“Oh, I can smell the complicity,” said the Duke, still 
not raising his voice, but he looked taut as a bowstring. 
He was frightening — to her, and also, she saw, to his 
cousin. “What are you up to? But it won’t do. You’ve 
gone too far now. There’s always a way out, always — a 
way out of everything. Has it occurred to you that I 
could* hide her, get her into a convent, perhaps — it’s 
just this moment occurred to me. It would be a 
solution.” 
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“You’re saying things you don’t mean,” said Yves. 
“And she would not go.” 

“I could make her go.” 

“But you would not, ’’'said Yves cautiously. 

“I could,” said the Duke, and there was silence. 
Then he said to Yves, “I think you and I will have a 
talk now; this anger is too good to be wasted,” and Isa- 
bel thought him the more formidable that he could make 
this quaint declaration without the slightest subsidence 
of his wrath. He turned to her. He was taller than she, 
much older than she, and standing on his own ground, 
and he used these advantages to make her feel mean, 
futile, and defenceless. “What has he been telling you?” 
he said severely. “That I was a meek soul, easily cor- 
nered, easy prey for any kind of blackmail? Well, he 
was wrong. . . . Come along,” he said to his cousin, 
and Yves followed him, beginning new affirmations that 
were answered and interrupted with growling exclama- 
tions of disbelief. 

She was alone in that large, cold, bare hall, staring 
round her with dazed eyes. It was slightly furnished, 
but not in any way that made it hospitable. The floor 
was of small square tiles, worn stone-coloured, but in the 
corners traces of glazed colour remained, bright and 
floral. The walls were panelled in wood that was 
cracked and warped and blackened with age. There 
was a great fireplace with no fire in it. 

She was suffering, and there was, after all, no pleasure 
in suffering. She did not feel noble in grief, she felt 
flayed and loathsome, and the remedy she instinctively 
found for a sensation of ignominy too great to be en- 
dured was to take sides against herself and flog the mean 
suffering creature that was herself a little more, thus 
climbing up on her own bowed back to raise herself to 
the level — or almost — of her oppressors. She cruelly 
reminded herself of the scenes of welcome that she had 
imagined — august embraces, eager questions, tender re- 
proofs for not having come back long ago — and she 
explored her deeper heart to uncover other expectations 
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even more humiliating: the return of the prodigal, an 
aged butler putting out a trembling joyful hand, a white- 
haired housekeeper breaking down in happy tears, 
young maids gathering round, awed and interested. 

. . . “But you are one of us, mademoiselle — you are so 
obviously one of us. . . . You have come home!” The 
dispossessed princess returning in open triumph to her 
throne, while poor Daphne stood neglected, wondering 
at it all. . . . 

Then she felt utterly crushed with shame; she moved 
across the hall because she could not bear to stand still 
with the ache of it; and her footsteps sounded hollow 
and lonely in the silence. 

She was not left there very long. Another footman 
came hurrying in, sent, it was plain, to get her out of 
sight quickly, and she had her first experience of a house- 
hold that reflected the moods of its master unthinkingly. 
The servant was barely polite. She felt that he could not 
have been told to treat her so; he had merely absorbed 
that tone from the tone of the command given him, and 
it had not occurred to him to make his own judgement 
— or even to be neutral. “Through here, mademoiselle,” 
he said, pushing open one wing of a double door in the 
south wall. There was a passage beyond, stone-walled, 
stone-floored, and at the east end of it a spacious cir- 
cular staircase, a strangely graceful open-work of stone 
for half its circumference, the* other half solid outside 
wall with two or three narrow windows cut in the thick- 
ness of it. The stone treads were worn into treacherous 
cups near the newel. He kept to the wall as he led the 
way up ; she did so, too. When they left the staircase 
they were on a polished wooden floor that creaked. He 
went to the nearest door and held it open. She went in 
and heard the door grind shut on sagging hinges behind 
her. 

She was in a small, cold room with dark panelled 
walls and a faded rug on the parquet floor. In one 
comer was a hooded stone fireplace where a fire was laid 
but not lit. There was also a narrow bed, a wardrobe, 
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a small chest of drawers, a wash-stand, a deep shabby 
wing-chair, and very little room for walking. Her three 
suit-cases stood in a row under the single window, which 
had curtains of red-fleckpd cotton to match the quilted 
coverlet on the bed. She heard a noise behind her, and 
Daphne said uncertainly, “What a cubby-hole they’ve 
put you in !” She turned and saw that there was another 
door in the room, a narrow door panelled like the walls. 
Daphne peered past it, nervously smiling, but her eyes 
avoided Isabel’s eyes just as the servant’s had done after 
one startled stare. Isabel would almost rather have 
been stared at. “Haven’t they! Nevermind. They told 
me you’d be in here, and I’ve been hoping you’d come 
up in time to have some tea. Do come and have some 
tea.” 

Daphne’s room next door was spacious and beautiful, 
all gilt and rosy silk. There were four great windows in 
the south wall framing a misty, twilit view of the open 
countryside beyond the river, and when Isabel turned 
from the view she saw that there was a fire glowing and 
flickering on the hearth in the north wall. The busy, 
pointed orange flames were brightening as the dusk 
darkened, lighting the tea-table pleasantly, warming 
the air. It was the first open fire that she had ever stood 
beside, and for some mysterious reason it made her 
want to cry. ^ 

“Do come and sit down,” said Daphne. “I’m going 
to have another cup,” she said, looking into the teapot; 
“It’s really very good. . . . Here you are. Cake? The 
cake’s really very good. . . . Now if I can only get my 
hands on that manuscript — and I don’t mind telling 
you I’m a bit more hopeful than I was . . . All this” — 
she waved her hand — “rather pins our friend down, 
doesn’t it? ... I do so wish I knew more about it. . . . 
When one thinks that Francis the First may have 
walked in this room — may even have slept here ! Or 
Henry the Fourth. Or Sully, or the Due de Guise. They 
say that should be pronounced Gweeze, not Geeze. Do 
you know?” 
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“I don’t know.” 

“Tired?” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s been a tiresome two days. Exhausting. Have 
some more cake. ...” But she looked at Isabel so little 
that it was plain she wanted to look a lot and study the 
face that was so like another face just seen, and her talk 
simply skated along on the surface, unregarded and 
uncontrolled, as she thought of something that was not 
the castle nor the business that had brought her there 
nor the good tea and good cake. When she spoke her 
mind at last, it was as if she had skidded into a break in 
the ice and plunged by accident: “I can't help wonder- 
ing, are you connected with this family in some 
way?” Then at once she tried to scramble out again. 
“Sorry, sorry, sorry! When will I learn that children 
should be seen and not heard! There’s still some tea 
left ” 

“No more, thank you,” Isabel said, standing up. 
The windows were tall rectangles of pallor, very far 
away and very large, or very close and small, it was hard 
to tell in that light, and though she knew which it was, 
she pretended She did not. “I imagine there is an out- 
of-the-way connection of some kind or other, so my 
mother told me.” She folded her arms, hugging her- 
self. “I’d forgotten about it.” # 

“Oh,” said Daphne, flushing as she bent to tease the 
fire. Her hair was like sun-coloured silk in the firelight. 
Isabel suddenly and sharply envied her that innocent 
fair hair. “I see.” 

“Where do all these doors go?” 

“Into empty rooms, my dear — enormous empty 
rooms.” She shook her fair head ruefully. “How I shall 
feel when the lights are out and things start creak- 
ing !” 

I think I shall go and have a wash. . . . What sort 
of arrangements are there, do you know? Any? None?” 
said Isabel, leaving the door between their rooms open. 
Her cubby-hole was very dark now. She felt in her 
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S ockets for a box of matches, found one, and struck a 
ght. 

“They brought me a can of hot water. . . . Did they 
you?” 

They had not. Isabel examined the room. There 
was a small door in the marble-topped wash-stand that 
did not promise well, and it did in fact contain a nice 
white porcelain chamber-pot, and neither of the two 
doors in the room had a bolt on it. Daphne giggled from 
the doorway. The match burned low; Isabel blew it 
out, waved it to cool it, and put it back in the box. 

“No,” said Daphne, “as a matter of fact the maid 
who brought the tea did say something on that subject. 
Actually she gave me very elaborate directions, down 
the passage and to the right or to the left — the awful 
thing is I’ve forgotten which. Shall we explore?” 

Isabel did not think she should, but after three hours 
of train and forty minutes in a car and all that tea, she 
really had no choice. They set off down the dim, creak- 
ing, ancient corridor. The cold air smelled of history; 
the silence was the grave of sounds that had had their 
moment of life centuries ago. Once again, for some odd 
reason, she wanted to cry. 

There were now one or two lighted lamps in brackets 
on the wall of the passage, which was T-shaped. A door 
at the juncture of thc^stem and cross-piece of the T 
opened into an empty room with uncurtained win- 
dows glaring grey. The next door opened on a little 
circular stairway like a fan unfurling downwards into 
darkness. Someone was coming slowly up. Isabel 
stepped back, and Daphne stepped back too, for different 
reasons. 

“Hullo?” said the Duke, emerging on the creaking 
floor. 

“I’m so sorry,” said Daphne meaninglessly. 

“Are you lost?” he said to her, laughing; but he 
seemed tired — his heart was not in his laughter. 

“Yes— no ” 

“What are you looking for?” 
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“Nothing at all, really,” she said hesitandy. She 
must have despised her sudden freak of bashfulness, but 
could not help it — he a man, and French, and a duke, 
and she a woman differently made. 

Isabel was staring at him, fascinated and frightened, 
but he did not seem to know that she was there. He 
waited for Daphne to decide that she had indeed been 
in search of something and to explain what it was. But 
Daphne could not speak, and Isabel said at last in a 
hurried mutter, meaning to spare them both, “We were 
looking for the lavatory.” 

He gave her a slow sidelong look of displeasure, as if 
she had spoken very much out of turn, but it was a 
mechanical look, his heart was not in that either, and 
he only said, “Oh! Along here,” walking along the 
right-hand turn of the passage to a door at the end of it. 
He opened the door, reached inside to switch on a light, 
and waited there politely so that he could close it on 
them when they had entered. “And the bath is the first 
door round the corner on the left as you come back. 
Quantities of hot water.” They were inside. He closed 
the door on them. 

The room whs large i than Isabel’s bedroom and quite 
unfurnished except that in one corner, all lonely, stood 
a little water-closet, perfectly round, with a polished 
oak seat and a tank high overhead and a handle on a 
long chain moving slightly in a perpetual draught. 

“I think,” said Daphne with the palm of her hand 
over her face, looking through her fingers, “I shall just 
wait outside. . . .” 

When Isabel came out and she went in, Isabel did not 
wait for her. She could not play any longer the game 
of happy schoolgirls having an adventure. She could 
not giggle and joke. 

He had been taut with anger before; now he was 
weary and quiet in triumph. She walked back along 
the dim old creaking passage and heard a murmur of 
voices as she passed one closed door — ghost-like voices 
in subdued concord. Someone had come to her room 
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while she was out of it; there was a copper can of hot 
water on the floor beside the wash-stand, and on the 
chest by the bed a pair of lighted candles in a polished 
copper candlestick. The Ted-speckled curtains at the 
window had been drawn, but tne fire was still unlit. A 
decision had been made; Yves would not defend her; 
Daphne could do nothing for her. 

She washed in the hot water, opened one of the suit- 
cases and took out her blue frock, the only dinner dress 
she had ever owned, bought at a sale, never worn be- 
fore, and not wholly a successful bargain — the sleeves 
were bunchy, the skirt had to be forever twitched at to 
make it hang straight. She shook it out and put it 
doubtfully on, and combed her hair; then she went into 
Daphne’s room because she could not bear the cold any 
longer and did not want to be found by Daphne huddled 
in her coat by an unlit fire. Daphne was dressed for 
dinner, too. The fire on her hearth was leaping and 
hissing; the curtains of faded rosy damask were drawn. 

Isabel did not know whether or not she was expected 
to appear at dinner, but she trusted that Daphne’s pres- 
ence and ignorance would shelter her, and she did not 
want to be left behind. One does not earn wages in this 
world for four years without learning how to endure 
slights and rebuffs, but one still gets hurt by them, and 
what had happened to fyer in this house had been more 
than commonly hurtful. 

They went down together, uncertain of where to go. 
The staircase was lighted now by a hanging lamp; so 
was the L-shaped ground-floor passage, from which 
they went into the great hall of their first entrance into 
the house. The hearth was still bare and dark, but an- 
other hanging lamp lighted the room dimly, and a foot- 
man came in as they hesitated there. He was the one 
who had taken Isabel to her room, fair-haired, heavy- 
cheeked, country-bred. He came through a pair of 
doors in the north wall, and when he saw Daphne and 
Isabel he went back to open them again. 

Isabel followed Daphne into a long room dark in 
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tone and richly ornamented. Walls and ceiling were 
panelled in squares of dark wood intricately carved, 
and at either end, in the short walls, were chimney- 
pieces of stone sculptured with a delicacy and grace that 
made drawing-room ornaments of them. It was a 
beautiful room, and it was warm — wonderfully warm — 
the first warm room that she had come upon. Magni- 
ficent fires leaped richly on both hearths, and the warmth 
from them met in the centre of the room; it did not lose 
itself and dwindle away in coldness, it met its likeness 
and grew. 

When the Duke came in, he gave Isabel only a glance, 
his brows raised, and turned at once to explain his sis- 
ter’s absence to Daphne — it seemed that the Countess 
had taken cold and could not leave her room — but once 
again Isabel felt that rudeness was the next thing to 
welcome. She knew that he would never have treated 
the most hateful stranger so. Even treating her that way 
seemed to make him uncomfortable, though his discom- 
fort only increased his anger with her. As the talk went 
on and she sat ignored, she tried to keep up her courage 
with that reasoning. Daphne said that she lived at 
Holme Manor*in Hampshire and that they were quite 
sure they had a ghost. He said there were no ghosts at 
Ferrongalles. She said she was glad to hear that, with 
night coming on, but wasn’t it£ shame, and surprising, 
too, in so old a chateau, which she pronounced as if it 
were ‘shadow’ spelt with a ‘t’. He said that they had cows 
and ducks and chickens and pigs and horses; did that 
help at all? She said that she adored pigs. They talked 
about pigs. He had an English accent, as his cousin had, 
but he had not caught the true clipped casualness of it; 
his speech was slow and distinct, giving full value to 
every complicated vowel, which made it sound like an 
unkind mockery of English at times. 

Isabel studied him covertly but with intense interest, 
hardly able to believe that she really was at last seeing 
him with her own eyes. She thought him uncannily 
handsome — uncannily because he looked so like herself, 
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and her own face, dark, stem, heavy-browed, had never 
pleased her much. Miriam had had all sorts of nice 

E hrases for it — an antique face, dusky plum-coloured 
air, a profile on a coirt — but Miriam had thought 
Queen Nefertiti the most beautiful woman that ever 
existed, which showed what her taste was. Isabel would 
have liked more bloom and softness. But the austerity 
that displeased her in her own face charmed her in 
his; she admired the dark brows that almost met, the 
severe carving of eye-sockets and nose. When he talked, 
he always glanced away and twiddled his thumbs and 
appeared to be hardly aware of his audience; his face 
was softened by a shadowy inward look that made him 
seem withdrawn and dreamy; and he listened with the 
same apparent inattentiveness; but just as she was be- 
ginning to hope that Daphne was boring him, he 
laughed, and it was such honest laughter that she 
turned to stare at the fire, the great glowing cave of liv- 
ing flame, framed in pale stone exactly as it had been 
framed for hundreds of years, and felt bewildered by the 
unnaturalness of everything else. She had come back to 
her home after twenty-one years wanting really only a 
welcome and a private acknowledgment, nothing else; 
but she seemed to have walked into a maze of trivialities 
and formalities of distrust and social embarrassment and 
customs and habits — so that here she sat, ignored, while 
he was able to laugh witli a stranger who meant nothing 
to him. And she did not know what to do about it now 
that the open anger had gone and she was opposed only 
by trivialities and formalities. 

Then Yves came in, to be greeted much as Isabel had 
been, for he, too, was in disgrace, and he, too, was a re- 
lative; but there was a difference, the contempt and dis- 
like did not have to be so plainly expressed in his case 
because he would feel them if they were only hinted — 
and could not be, for that matter, because he was 
Daphne’s sponsor, and she must not be made uncom- 
fortable. Moreover, he expected it and was unabashed. 
Then the double door on the other side of the room 
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opened, and the butler, Arnaud, appeared to announce 
dinner. They went into the dining-room, which was an 
altogether different sort of room, massive and severely 
simple. Its stone walls were whitewashed, the beams in 
its dark ceiling were exposed, and the floor was of stone, 
too. The fireplace was beside the door; Isabel did not 
see it as she entered, she saw instead the warm waves of 
firelight moving up the white walls to fall softly back, 
as gentle as an ebbing tide, and almost as old a motion. 

Back in the drawing-room for coffee after dinner, as 
she sat in silence with strained eyes trying to occupy 
themselves in some natural way, she noticed how the 
room had been wired for electricity, with exposed wires 
stapled to the beautiful panelling, and how worn the 
carpet was near the doors, and how comfortable the 
chairs were. Some of them had loose extra cushions and 
large hassocks, and near them stood the kind of plain 
but useful lamps that throw a good light for reading. 
To the right of the door into the dining-room was an 
ebony lowboy inlaid with disks of mother-of-pearl, a 
remarkably ugly piece of furniture, and on it was a gilt- 
and-marble clock with a very sharp tick and a very 
sweet chime, but it struck at six minutes past the hour, 
and it did not strike the hour that the hands had just 
told. On the far side of the table there was a third door, 
narrow and tall. The other epd of the room was well 
furnished with tables, chairs, and a sofa, but it looked 
somehow disused despite the glowing fire that lighted 
and warmed it, as if no one had the habit of sitting 
there. 

While she took note of these things, Daphne and the 
Duke and Yves were conversing, but not very success- 
fully now. Instead of laying the groundwork for con- 
versation during dinner, they had exhausted it, and now 
there were only spasmodic remarks and longish pauses. 
It would have been an awkward party in any circum- 
stances — two men and two women of disparate ages and 
different backgrounds paired by numbers in an intimacy 
that had no foundation — but with one of the four not 

61 • 



being spoken to, and one of them increasingly disturbed 
by that fact, and one of them obviously getting sleepy, 
and the fourth fretting inwardly about his own affairs, 
which had unexpectedly gone so very wrong, it was all 
hopelessly awkward. Daphne got up at last to put an 
end to it, and everyone was glad. 

They gathered briefly at the door, and good nights 
were said by everyone but Isabel, who had no voice to 
trust after her long silence, and then somehow she and 
Daphne were crossing the cold, dim hall together and 
the door was closed behind them with Yves and his 
cousin still in the drawing-room, and almost at once, 
beyond the closed door, Yves’s muted voice rose nag- 
gingly: the quarrel was being resumed. 

But there was no exchange of glances, no sharing of 
relief and amusement between Isabel and Daphne as 
they crossed the hall and walked side by side down the 
passage to the great circular staircase, where the hang- 
ing lamp swayed in a draught and cast confusing 
shadows through the brass open-work of its shade; and 
when they had climbed the stairs and arrived at the 
door of Isabel’s room, Daphne said only, “ Well, it’s 
been a long day . . . good night,” and went on to her 
own door. Undoubtedly she was feeling dissatisfied 
with her management of the evening, undoubtedly the 
sound of her own shrill, nervous voice making inane 
comments after dinner was echoing painfully in her ears, 
but that is not a sensation one likes to be alone with. 
But she did not want to be with Isabel now, playing the 
game of happy schoolgirls on an adventure. 

Probably she was as much affected by Isabel’s failure 
to confide in her as by the manner of Isabel’s reception 
in the house; but Isabel did not see that, and she went 
into her small, cold, dark room and closed the door feel- 
ing rejected by the whole world, feeling utterly friend- 
less, utterly despised. She stood motionless. It did not 
seem worth her while to move or make a light or go to 
bed or do anything at all. 

Then she heard someone shout outside, and she 
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bumped through the dark to the window and pulled 
back the curtain to look out. The curtain smelled rather 
chokingly of dust, as curtains always do. Her warm 
breath fogged the cold glass. 

Outside, cloudy moonlight vaguely showed the true 
lights and darks of things — pale walls looked pale, dark 
roofs looked dark, and in the centre of the pale stone 
courtyard stood the dark, foreshortened figure of the 
Duke. He was shouting to a dog, and the dog came, a 
large dark dog with a topknot and a tasselled tail. It 
came with hateful servility, slower and slower, drooping 
lower and lower, crawling the last short distance to his 
feet. He stooped and touched it, and it seemed to swoon 
with joy. When he straightened and turned towards the 
house, it scrambled hastily up and trotted anxiously 
after him. They went out of sight under the stone roof 
of the porch. 

She dropped the curtain, groped here and there on 
flat surfaces for her box of matches, found it, felt for a 
good match among the burnt ones, and struck it and 
lighted the candles, struck another and lighted the fire, 
struck a third and lighted a cigarette. Then she pulled 
the wing-chair’ close to the fire and sat down and put 
her feet up on the low stone kerb of the hearth. The 
tinkling rustle of consumed paper was overtaken by the 
roar of kindling wood ; bright flame moved up through 
the artfully arranged logs; warmth flowed towards her. 
Now at last she felt only angry. She had been treated 
very badly for no fault of her own. She had not asked 
to be born, but she had been born; she was alive and 
human, not something to be thrust disdainfully away 
because her presence made someone uncomfortable. 
She belonged here as much as anyone did; she had 
rights; he had obligations. He had behaved with shame- 
ful unkindness; the whole world would agree to that. 
He had behaved selfishly and heartlessly; there was no 
denying it. And there was no excusing it. 

She sat for a long while staring into the brilliant fire, 
moving only to take more wood from the basket by the 
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hearth and throw it recklessly on the blaze, growing 
almost exultant as she considered her wrongs. But be- 
neath her exultation thg darkness of disappointment 

g athered round her heart and clung there, as soft and 
itter as smoke; and when she went to bed at last, she 
cried over her wrongs for the first time in her life and 
wanted to die. 

She woke to another grey day, washed in cold water, 

E ut on the thick navy-blue suit she had worn the day 
efore, and winding her watch, wandered to the win- 
dow and saw the Duke, bareheaded, dressed in breeches 
and gaiters and a brown tweed riding-coat, talking to 
Daphne in the courtyard. He was looking up at the op- 
posite fagade, pointing out some detail of the architec- 
ture; she was looking up at him and smiling. 

Isabel went downstairs, through the great hall, and 
outside. After passing through the bitterly cold hall she 
was surprised to find the day so mild, chilly but not 
sharp, cloudy but irresolutely so. They were still stand- 
ing in the courtyard, much as before, though now both 
considering each other as they talked, instead of details 
of architecture. “Good morning!” she said, standing in 
the stone porch like one in possession, her hands thrust 
in her pockets. 

They turned. “Good morning,” said Daphne neu- 
trally, and he said to her, “Excuse me,” and to Isabel, 
approaching with long, slow steps that brought him 
unexpectedly soon to the porch, “Will you come with 
me, please?” She followed him inside again, through 
the hall, into the passage, and to the right past the stair- 
case through a series of bare rooms that she had not seen 
before; and as she bumbled along behind him, watch- 
ing the back of his beautiful dark head and broad shoul- 
ders while empty rooms swam past in a slow blur her 
only thought was, “There he is; and how charming, how 
charming; and how I would try to please him, if only he 
knew. ...” 

They came into a room that was furnished, and he 
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turned at once to leave her there, saying, “My cousin will 
be here before long.” 

“But IVe had no breakfast!” 

“You’ve had no breakfast?” he said, looking directly 
at her for the first time since the first time, but doing so 
as if he meant to catch her out in a pointless lie. His 
blue eyes were cold and sharp in his dark face. “Did 
you not ring when you wakened?” 

“There’s no bell in my room,” she said, which was 
true. 

“Where have they put you, then?” 

“In that — that little room next to Miss Small’s.” 

Very unexpectedly he laughed. “You don’t like 
small rooms?” he said jovially, his face alight with 
amusement, and for a moment his involuntary laughter 
made everything warm and easy; but then he remem- 
bered his suspicions and turned away, his laughter 
fading; and everything stiffened again. “Oh, but 
you must be fed; I’ll have them bring you something 
here.” 

“Coffee and toast will do very well,” she called after 
him carelessly, and he stopped, his hand on the handle 
of the door, then went on, straightening his shoulders 
with a little movement that showed quite well his recep- 
tion of that remark. 

She turned from the closed d*>or to look at the room, 
but not triumphantly — no, sickly. She had not meant 
to be insolent; she only had not wanted to crawl, as the 
servile dog had done, and her voice had found the wrong 
note. 

It was a lovely room, long and narrow, graceful and 
serene. At one end of it was a fire, a bright fire exquis- 
itely framed in golden marble; above the mantel was a 
painting of a forest picnic, lords and ladies in pastel 
satins in a green scene of shaven lawns and shady trees 
that seemed to contain the reality of deep midsummer 
warmth; and in addition, thin sunlight had begun to 
trace the shapes of eight tall southern windows on the 
flowered rug. 

c 
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A plain, dark maid brought coffee and toast — pre- 
cisely that — on a tray. She did not smile or look at 
Isabel; she only pointed tty a corner of thick white paper 
sticking out from under the saucer and departed. It was 
a short letter, three spiky lines written in black ink with 
a thin sputtering pen : 

“My cousin is informed of my wishes in this mat- 
ter and will convey them to you. Whatever may 
have to be done for you, you will not in future 
attempt to come here again.” 

. She remembered then her mother in moods of mut- 
tering resentment, when her dark eyes were hot and 
watchful and suspicious as they looked out at a world 
that was an enemy; and for the first time in her life she 
seemed to stand behind the facade of that mood in the 
glowing tangle of her mother’s nerves and taut sinews 
and tensed muscles. She more than understood her; 
she was her. She saw the world as her mother had seen 
it at such moments, and knew both her own powerless- 
ness and her own integrity as her mother must have 
known hers. And so she was collected in anger, though 
she was also blocked and frustrated. She was as formid- 
able as her mother had ever been. 

She ate her breakfast in haste, to get that necessity out 
of the way before the battle; and time passed. After a 
while she got up to walk restlessly back and forth in the 
room, from the chimney-piece to a pair of glass doors at 
the other end of the room and back again. The glass doors 
opened on a terrace bright now with sunlight, sheltered 
from the wind on three sides, and so long that the door at 
the far end seemed only inches high. The tall columns 
that supported its roof cast delicate shadows aslant on 
the weathered stone floor. She walked back towards the 
fire, pausing at the pretty writing-table in the centre of 
the room to put out her last cigarette in a silver ashtray. 
There were other useful trinkets there : a paper-scissors, 
a clear glass paper-weight as big as her fist, with a nose- 
gay of spring flowers imprisoned in it, a calendar printed 
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on ivory leaves, a thin gold pen; and there was a tin Of 
English cigarettes. She looked at her watch. Then she 
took one of the cigarettes to smoke and put eight or nine 
into her empty case. And time passed. She walked 
back and forth along the windows. The curtains were 
of yellow silk looped up in crisp curving folds to frame 
a view of the small river that lapped the walls and of the 
fields and hills beyond the river and the misty horizon 
far away and the high sky that now was clouding over 
again. 

At last Yves came. But he came with Daphne, and 
he was so absorbed in his business with her that he 
really did not notice Isabel. Daphne did, but she only 
smiled faintly. “Not a great deal done,” he said, going 
straight to the writing-table and opening a drawer. 
Then he hesitated for so long a time, staring down at the 
open drawer, his free hand poised over it, that Isabel 
thought he was at this late date on the point of changing 
his mind about showing his book. But his funny hesi- 
tancy passed; his hand went down with decision and 
took out a thin sheaf of paper. “No, not a great deal 
done, but perhaps it ..ill give you some idea of the plan 
of the work — this is the English version, not completely, 
finally revised — you will find roughnesses in it, I am 
sure, but ” Daphne put out her hand for it en- 

couragingly; after a moment he parted with it. It was 
really a manuscript, handwritten. She went a bit grey. 
“That chair is quite comfortable,” he said, “and there 
are cigarettes — you smoke, I know. ...” He frowned 
at the littered breakfast tray, glanced at Isabel, and 
jerked his shoulders as if to shrug her off for the 
moment. 

“But mayn’t I,” said Daphne — “mayn’t I take it up 
to my room? I’m simply the world’s worst concentrator 
— Miss Regan knows,” she said, giving Isabel another 
smile,' less faint, more true, because Isabel knew very 
well how unaware she had been of every kind of bustle 
round her — clattering typewriter, ringing telephone, 
squeaking swivel chair — when she was reading even the 
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dullest manuscript, “and I want to give this my very 
best attention. It does look interesting,” she went on, 
lifting one closely-written page as if she could not wait 
to see what was happening on the next. 

"If you like,” he said; “pnly I wanted your honest 
reaction, and I’d hoped to learn a great deal from just 
the expression on your face as you read. ...” Daphne 
gave Isabel a brief glance, despairing and gay; they 
were almost friends again, sharing a viewpoint and a 
joke. “But, as you please.” 

“And may I go now and start at once? I’m so eager 
to get into it.” 

“I’m flattered,” he said, smiling. 

“A wonderful first sentence,” she cried, and escaped. 

He stood at the graceful table, staring downwards, and 
Isabel hopefully began to think that perhaps he knew 
how silly he had been. But if he did, he was not going 
to admit it. “Well, you’ve rocked the boat badly, at a 
time when I particularly didn’t want it rocked,” he said 
bitterly. “Everything’s gone wrong. It’s most unfair. 
It’s spoiled everything. Everything’s gone wrong!” He 
cut short his nervous phrases with an impatient gesture, 
smoothed his brown hair, and sat down at the table to 
scowl up at her with exasperation and pleading, quite 
as if she were his prosecutor, his defender, and the bar of 
justice, all in one. But she could not care about his 
troubles, which she guessed — from what Henry had 
said, and correctly — might be only a love affair gone 
awry and money needed to avoid scandal. “You see, 
you’ve no idea,” he went on as debonairly as he could. 
“I’m in a most awkward pickle in Paris — I had to come 
here for money: always a delicate subject to bring up 
with our dear Mathieu — and then in you walk, by 
my own arrangement — God!” He put his hand out to 
the open tin of cigarettes and once again hesitated, 
frowning at it. But he took one, after all, and lit it with 
a small gold lighter and smoked for half a minute 
or so in silence. “God!” he said again, staring at her, 
and his blue eyes were bleak with hati td of her. 
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“\yhat’s to be done?” He sounded really at his wits’ 
end. 

“What have you been told to do?” she said coldly, 
unwilling to have the moment she dreaded put off any 
longer, but something that may have been wounded 
pride — because she had had to remind him of her father’s 
rejection of her, which ought to have been first in the 
thoughts of everyone who knew of it, so awful and wrong 
it was — made her voice tremble. 

“Yes, that’s the point exactly. I must get you out of 
here to-day. But that’s all I’m going to do; I warn you 
of that right now. I’ve got enough troubles as it is — 
you’ve no idea! Everything’s gone wrong — every- 
thing! Why, why, why did you have to come here like 
this, without warning? I could have managed it, told 
you the sort of appeal to make, and so forth, and I 
would have, if you’d given me the smallest chance — 
Yes!” 

“That’s very kind of you,” she said unsteadily. She 
had thought herself prepared, but she found she was not. 
Hearing it put into words was simply an altogether 
different thing from expecting to hear it. She felt pro- 
foundly shaken. “You take it all so easily. ... I don’t 
think you understand how — how sickened . . . and 

revolted . . . and appaUed it makes me feel ” He 

frowned up at her. “It doesn’* seem strange and un- 
natural to you at all that my father refuses to have any- 
thing to do with me?” 

This plain speaking embarrassed him, sophisticated 
though he was; and he looked perplexed as well. She 
took the letter out of her pocket and threw it at him. It 
sailed to the floor, and he leaned to pick it up. “I don’t 
think much of the system!” she cried out. “These heads 
of families that can get their dirty work done for them, 
who stand so high and untouchable and give their 
orders and wash their hands of it and never find out 
what the world is like because their servile relatives 
shield them so obediently from everything unpleas- 
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He looked up from the letter, the three spiky lines on 
thick white paper. “This must have hurt you a great 
deal,” he remarked. “He might have put it more 
gently. ...” Her outburst had done some good. He 
looked at her now as if he saw that she was human. 
There was no kindness in his eyes, but there was some- 
thing that she thought was better than that: there was 
understanding. There was thoughtfulness. He ran his 
fingers through his thick brown hair. “Well, there it is,” 
he said after a moment, dropping the letter on the desk. 
“That’s that.” 

“But it’s not fair!” 

“Oh, fairness ” he said wisely and vaguely. 

“I mean, it’s not right!” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“Don’t you care whether a thing is right or wrong?” 
she said furiously. “Don’t you care at all what sort of 
dirty work you’re told to do? Do you just hold your 
nose and wade in? Or don’t you even have to hold your 
nose?” 


“Why be so harsh with me?” he said, getting up and 
coming round to sit on the edge of the table, smearing 
out his cigarette in the ashtray as he came, then folding 
his arms as he leaned back, ankles crossed. He was calm 
and attentive now. “What’s the good of all this fuiy? 
Heads of families, high and untouchable, as you said. 
He’s a law to himself here, and in any case you have no 
real proof of your claim, have you? And I shouldn’t 
think any legal claim, in any case. There’s nothing but 

a moral obhgation, and if he chooses to ignore it 

That’s the way it is. It’s all very unfortunate. Henry 
has behaved unforgivably, putting you in the way of a 
rebuff like this. To do him justice, I don’t think he’d 
have done it if he’d known what would happen. But it’s 
happened, and there’s nothing to do but accept it.” 

“I don’t agree.” 

“There’s nothing I can do ” 

“But you’ve nothing to do with it!” she said, going 
round the table to take another cigarette from the tin 
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there. He turned his head to see what she was doing, but 
did not otherwise move. “That’s what I’ve been telling 
you! It’s nothing to do with you; you’re only a pair of 
tongs that he’s manipulating— -do you like to be a pair 
of tongs?” 

“Not particularly,” he said carelessly, watching her. 

“Then stay out of it!” 

“Oh, gladly! As much as I possibly can! But tell me 
this, what do you want? Are you asking that he dismiss 
you himself, in his own person; is that it?” 

“I’m asking not to be dismissed! I’m refusing to be 
dismissed!” 

“Nobly said; but what do you want, what are you 
hoping for? What do you think he owes you?” 

“I think,” she said, moving towards the fire — illo- 
gically, not meaning to make use of it — because flames 
flickered there and she had no match for her cigarette — 
“ I think he owes me a living . . . and I should refuse 
to take it from him now. And I think he owes me affec- 
tion and a little caring what happens to me, which can’t 
be bargained for. ...” 

“Well, there you are,” he said. 

“No, all I want, I guess, is not to be treated as if I had 
no right to want anything — I mean, as if I were being 
dishonest and unclean in expecting something. Only I 
don’t expect anything any mere. ... I don’t know. 
I’ve got to think it over.” 

“I don’t precisely see why,” he murmured, moving at 
last, taking his little gold lighter out of his pocket. 
“Forgive me, but I don’t exactly see the point of that. 

. . . ” He came a few steps towards her and clicked the 
lighter into flame, and she moved a few steps towards 
him and took a light from it — and then she realized 
from a sort of smiling subsidence and relaxation in his 
posture that he had misunderstood that natural re- 
sponse of hers. He took it to be the surface symptom of 
a deep, unconscious yielding in her, a giving up, a shift 
to docility. “And it seems so foolish in any case to want 
something from the past, when there is life to be lived 
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now. . . .You have so much already,” he said glibly. 
“You are young and intelligent and extraordinarily 
beautiful. . . .” That shook her a little. No one had 
ever called her that before, not even Miriam, and in 
spite of his glibness he seethed to mean it. And it had 
for some reason special weight, coming from a cousin. 
“You have all that to make a life with. Isn’t it enough? 
All this, all of us, we’re your hindrance, we’re the only 
thing in your life that other people could look askance at. 
We link you to a sordid and shameful beginning. Why 
should you want to stay here?” 

“Listen to me,” she said, feeling the relief of being able 
to speak openly to someone who was bound to be in- 
terested — “please listen, try to see ” But, after all, 

she could not put into words the despair and uncertainty 
of her childhood. She was too much in the habit of 
silence. She could not display her sores to anyone, even 
to win sympathy. He leaned against the table, arms 
folded, ankles crossed, thick brown hair catching the 
sunlight in glints of gold, blue eyes narrowed attentively, 
waiting for her to go on. He was wearing a fine silk 
shirt and crystal cuff-links and a grey suit that had only 
been worn enough not to seem new; his shoes were hand- 
made; his idle hands were smooth; he smelled of good 
wool and good tobacco; he drove a Rolls-Royce; and 
when he needed a little, extra money to help himself out 
of a difficulty, he could come down here and get it. 

He saw that she was not going to continue, and he 
said, “No, it was a great mistake to come here; you see 
that, don’t you?” And she began to hate the very sound 
of his voice. It was light and resonant, and it buzzed 
against her ears as annoyingly as a fly. “What you must 
do, for your own good, is go far away and forget the 
whole unfortunate connection and make a life of your 
own for yourself. Isn’t that the thing to do?” 

“In Paris, you mean? As your secretary?” she said 
scornfully, and he looked alarmed. 

“Hardly. No, that’s out of the question now, isn’t it? 
The talk there’d be ! You wouldn’t like it any more than 
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I should. And there’d be no future in it for you. 
Whereas in London . . .” 

She stared at him, and fear grew in her. “So you 
don’t mean to have anything to do with me either?” He 
studied the tip of his burnished shoe. She smoothed the 
harsh wool of her skirt and was aware of a thinness in 
the heel of her stocking where a shoe that was not hand- 
made rubbed as it ought not. She thought of her flat 
purse and all her belongings in three large shabby suit- 
cases upstairs. “Do you mean I can starve, for all you 
care?” 

“Oh, come,” he said. “You’ve said it was none of 
my affair.” 

“That wasn’t. This is! I left a good post to take this 
one with you, but now my place has been filled, I can’t 
go back to it! You can’t change your mind now! I’ve 
got to have a job! I’ve got nowhere to go!” 

“Well,” he said, “of course I mean to find you some- 
thing else. . . .” 

“I don’t trust you!” 

“And there’s this,” he said, tapping the letter, which 
was lying where he had dropped it on the desk. “He 
apparently intends to make some provision for you.” 

The meaning of the moment thrust itself against her 
with a dull pressure that brought not comprehension, 
but pain. She shrank back from knowing that she no 
longer had anything to look forward to, that it was all 
over. She could not accept that finality. But the pres- 
sure did not lessen. “I don’t want it!” she cried wildly. 
“I won’t go! I have a right to be here! He has no right 
to send me away like this! I won’t go, I won’t!” 

“Which only means that you will be removed by force. 
He doesn’t want you here. And I’m not going to be 
saddled with you either, that’s flat,” he said with cool 
decision. “Now, be a good girl, do, and ” 

“Oh, no,” she said, “oh, no . . . oh, no. When I get 
to Paris I’m going to camp on your doorstep day and 
night.- You’ll have to have me arrested to get rid of me. 
And then I’ll tell anyone who’ll listen what you’ve done 
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to me, you two. And before I leave here, everyone in 
the place is going to know what I think of this wonderful 
Duke of theirs — and he's going to know what I think of 
him. And you’re never going to be rid of me — never, 
never. I’ll be round your pecks all your lives, I promise 
you ” 

Without warning he lost his temper completely. He 
had begun to pace, but he had seemed well in control 
of himself, annoyed but essentially untouched. Now 
suddenly Ids face was still and pale with rage. “Yes, 
round my neck,” he shrieked. “It’s not fair! Round my 
neck like a millstone, you filthy bastard ” 

He stopped because the door had opened. She was 
too much numbed by pain and shock to care much who 
it was that had heard those words said, but when her 
father spoke she turned blindly towards him, looking for 
comfort where she had always hoped it would be, and 
she found it. “For the love of God, Yves,” he said, 
quietly amazed. Compunction had brought him there. 
He had not changed his mind, but he had wavered a 
little, he had wanted to see that all was going well, that 
the hard intruder was taking her dismissal philoso- 
phically, and he had come in time to hear the one word 
that could make him doubt himself. He put his hand on 
her shoulder in a very kind fatherly way and pressed her 
towards the door without himself moving. “Never 
mind,” he said; “go to your room.” And she went. 

Ten minutes later he knocked on her door. During 
that ten minutes her defiance had collapsed, as defiance 
will do when someone offers sympathy. When the sur- 
rounding hostility weakened in one quarter, the strength 
of her feelings had poured out through the gap and lost 
itself in gratitude, and she could resist no longer — she 
could only wait for what might happen next. 

He came in hesitantly and stopped just inside the 
door, and he did not know what he was going to say. 
It was a strange situation that he found himself in, one 
that he had never anticipated for himself, and he had not 
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yet decided what he meant to do about it. He may have 
expected to find her in tears, and her habit of impassive- 
ness may have disconcerted him. At any rate, though he 
looked as haughty as ever, he hesitated before speaking. 
He glanced at her as she stood by the window, but re- 
motely, as if she were a lay figure propped there, then 
he looked at the room as though he had not seen it for 
some time and was really interested in it, and very 
likely that was the case. He took notice of the speckled 
red curtains, the quilted coverlet to match, the fire 
flickering and hissing under its pale stone hood in the 
corner, the suit-cases stacked by the wardrobe, the top one 
open, then he looked at her again, searchingly this time, 
and the reds and browns of the room blurred and he 
seemed to loom over her, larger than life and fantasti- 
cally distinct. “Well,” he said at last, taking his time, 
“perhaps they might bring you your lunch here. My 
sister will be lunching with us, and I should not like to 
have her meet you without some preparation. . . .” He 
looked away as he spoke, and so it was necessary for her 
to do more than nod her head in answer. She cleared 
her throat, but could not firid her voice and had to nod. 
Hearing no answer, he glanced at her, and she nodded 
again. “Perhaps dinner, too,” he added, and she 
nodded once more, wonderingly. Then he looked away 
and said, “If a thing’s true, il^ really shouldn’t bother 
you to hear it said. And if it’s obviously not true, it 
shouldn’t bother you. Should it?” He thought about 
that. “Well, never mind.” He put his hands in his coat 
pockets and faced her again, saying with exasperation, 
“Have you really no place to go?” She shook her head. 
“Have you lost your voice with all that shouting? I 
heard you through two rooms as I came.” She did not 
dare to smile; people do not always like to have their 
jokes laughed at. Nor did she feel like smiling, except 
from the surprise of it, and to please him. “Well, I 
can’t put you out into the cold. There are impos- 
sibilities. . . He thought it all over, and she 
waited. Then he went on slowly, but with the effect of a 
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pounce. “There is nothing permanent in this ... no 
capitulation. You are not here for the rest of your life.” 

But those words made real the prospect of a solid 
immediate few days or weeks there, and that counted for 
more with her than any vateue rest of her life. “I know,” 
she said breathlessly, ana he stepped back into the 
passage and began to close the door. 

“Actually,” he added kindly, as if, the difficult task 
accomplished, he had already relaxed with relief into 
his normal sociable self, “it’s the best room in the house 
— for this time of year, anyway. Small, and therefore — 
heatable. While the rest of us shiver!” He closed the 
door. 

In one leap of emotion she forgave him for everything 
— because he had come to deal with her himself and 
because he had dealt with her on the whole so gently. 
She saw how natural it was that he should be suspicious 
of her motives, since she had dropped down on him 
without warning in the company of a cousin whom he 
apparently did not quite trust. If that seems an easy 
forgiveness, it must be remembered that she had come 
prepared to love and be grateful for crumbs, and all the 
painful events of the morning and the day before had 
only made a kindness of any sort loom the larger. She 
thought him at that moment the best man that ever, 
lived, and she felt warm? and safe in her little room, the 
best room in the house, which was going to be really her 
own for a day or two, perhaps for a week or two, and 
perhaps, if she was very good, for even longer. 

The plain, dark maid brought lunch on a tray, smiling 
shyly as she looked for a place to put it; the household 
was already reflecting the slight change in Isabel's 

E osition. Isabel asked her name; she said that it was 
.ouise. She was glad not to be distant any longer, not 
only because she had a friendly heart, but also because 
the change meant that her master was no longer being 
displeased. She built up the fire before she left; and 
since the sun by then had begun to slant through the 
window, Isabel was very snug. She was for the time 
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being safe from the threat of being jobless in the winter 
world, an unwanted outcast forced to make a fresh start 
from nothing. 

She saw that her father possibly had even more of an 
excuse than her mother for disliking her, or at least dis- 
liking the idea of her. When a boy of sixteen has a child 
by a girl of twenty, he may feel proud of having con- 
quered her; on the other hand, he may feel that he is 
the one who has been conquered. It was possible that 
he remembered her mother with hatred and loathing, 
in which case how could he be glad to see the child her 
mother had given him?- Against that, however, she 
could put the fact that he had no other child, nothing of 
himself to leave behind in the world, which ought to 
interest him in her whatever the circumstances of her 
beginning, once he had got past his first half-conscious 
revulsion. But these thoughts began to make her uneasy; 
she felt less safe when she mixed her mother into it. She 
wanted this to be a meeting of father and daughter, with 
mothers left out of it, with the past left out of it. She 
thought instead about the bad luck that had brought her 
here in Yves’s company and so had disastrously linked 
her to Yves in her father’s mind. Then she felt safe again, 
because that had fc* en merely fortuitous, accidental, 
therefore unimportant in the long run. It could be got 
over. The truth would prevail# 

When Louise came for the tray, she brought a mes- 
sage. “M. d’Ayz requests that mademoiselle have the 
goodness to come to him. . . .” Isabel did not want to 
go. People who have said ugly things become ugly and 
fearful in the memory. But now she was anxious to be 
docile, to make no trouble for anyone. “M. d’Ayz sug- 
gested that mademoiselle come down the other way,” 
said Louise when she saw her preparing to go. 

“What other way?” 

“Through here, mademoiselle,” she said, opening the 
panelled door into Daphne’s room. “It is quite all 
right; no one is there. . . .” Isabel followed her through 
Daphne’s room and through two other rooms that were 
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completely bare of furnishings to a door that opened on 
another little spiral stairway. It went up into darkness 
and down into darkness, and the landing was only a 
slightly wider triangular stone step; one felt like some- 
one boarding a bus in rhotion. “It will take made- 
moiselle down to the room where she was this morning,” 
said Louise. “I will leave the door open for light. ...” 

“Thank you,” said Isabel, and she boarded the stair- 
way and groped her way cautiously down. 

She had thought herself quite calm, but all the 
mingled tremulous symptoms of fear or anger played 
through her as she emerged on the flowered rug and saw 
Yves sitting at his writing-table. Her heartbeat quick- 
ened ; she felt hollow and weak for an instant. She was 
startled by that; it unnerved her. “There you are,” he 
said, twisting round only to establish her identity before 
facing front again. She was able to approach him un- 
watched, and she tried to regain control of herself. The 
western half of the room was in shadow; the eastern 
half was still crossed aslant by delicate diagonals of 
sunlight that brightened the gold frame of the painting 
above the mantel and made insipid the leaping fire on 
the hearth below. It was a beautiful room and a beauti- 
ful time of day, and the fire did not think it important 
that she was illegitimate, nor did the winter or the 
afternoon. ' 

“I’m so very, very sorry,” he said before she came in 
sight, and though the tremor of shock played through 
her again, she felt at once much better, more sure of her- 
self, because he had apologized. “What an unforgivable 
thing to say! I lost my temper. I’ve got so fearfully 
much on my mind just now,” he added, rather more 
lightly, but that only made it seem as if he felt so real a 
remorse that he wanted to shuffle past the pain of it as 
quickly as possible. She paused by the table. He smiled 
up at her sidelong and said, “In point of fact perhaps 
you ought to thank me for saying it, however, because it 
has softened his hard heart a little. He has agreed to let 
you stay here till some other acceptable arrangement can 
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be made. A concession!” he said, and laughed, looking 
down at his hands flattened against the top of the desk. 
“A great concession !” 

“Yes, he told me,” she said rather proudly. 

“You’ve seen him?” said Yves, very much surprised, 
looking quickly up at her, and after a moment, “What 
did he say?” 

“Just that.” 

“Has he ... he has not decided to acknowledge 
you?” 

She said, not knowing why she was confiding in him, 
but probably doing so because he was the only one to 
whom she could talk of these things, “I don’t think he 
ever will.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Don’t you agree?” 

He smiled, still watching her intently. “Oh, yes, I’m 
afraid I do, but” — he shook his head — “you were of 
such a different mind before. You were going to 
insist ” 

“I was cornered and desperate,” she said quietly, and 
he blinked. She was really calm now, quite unafraid of 
him, and she knew why. Her father was no longer a 
dark, cold mystery to her; she knew that he was vulner- 
able to appeals. “I’m sorry I made such a scene.” 

“Oh!” said Yves magnanimously, forgiving her. 

“Some other acceptable arrangement, you said. . .” 

“Yes. He says I must find you a job if I don’t mean 
to employ you myself. ...” She felt rebuffed, and she 
wanted to cry out that that was the least of it, that she 
did not care whether she had a job or not, if that was all 
she was to have; but her mother’s caution kept her 
silent. “It was some little time before he could grasp 
that aspect, so to speak, of your complaints — he does 
not think quickly — but when he did, that was his 
decision. Salaam ! The rest was all vague scolding and 
grumbling; you know, very difficult to make head or tail 
of. Ranting and raving. He still thinks I planned it. 
He has a suspicious nature. ... It is not, he added 
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thoughtfully, “probably good for any man to live as he 
does.” 

She thought of the maid who had brought breakfast 
in sulky silence and lunch with a smile — because of an 
indefinable difference in t%e tone of a command. “You 
mean, it makes a tyrant of him.” 

He was puzzled. “I meant, it circumscribes him; you 
know, it narrows him. ... He docs not know how the 
world works. On the other hand, he’s indolent. Slug- 
gish. Slow. If you are very good and don’t ask any un- 
pleasant questions or make any awkward demands, you 
may be here forever — or until you are tired of it. Be- 
cause he is so inclined to take life as it comes. So long 
are you are a good girl — I would not, for instance, if I. 
were you, show him yourself in your fishwife guise, as 

you did me No ! Don’t mind if I tease you — I tease 

everyone.” He studied her, smiling. “Do you know, I 
can’t help feeling that all your recalcitrance really began 
because I so rudely called you a bean-pole, for which I 
again abase myself in apology.” 

“Perhaps so,” she said, flushing again. 

“But you are a bean-pole, you know, so perhaps I may 
be forgiven a small slip into truth.” 

“The ice,” she said lightly, “is just a little thin along 
here. . . .” 

He was startled; then he laughed politely — or 
placatingly — as he turned to the papers on the table and 
glanced at his watch. “And in the meantime, do you 
want to work a little on this famous manuscript of 
mine? It might amuse you, keep you from dying of 
boredom in this mausoleum. ...” She had no great 
desire to refuse, though she felt no eagerness for the 
task; and in a way it appealed to her as a way of earn- 
ing her keep a little, while she was still an unwelcome 
guest. “Yes?” She lifted her shoulders slightly. “It 
will occupy you — you will have time on your hands, I 
fear. Well, then. Will you make a fair copy and then 
on it indicate any changes that you think should be 
made in idiom, diction, grammar, all that? Miss Small 
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has already been kind enough to intimate that my com- 
mand of English is not all that it could be.” He was 
irked by that, perhaps deeply wounded, but he spoke 
gaily. “I’m driving her back to Paris. I ought to make 
her take that dreary train again. But I have to go, 
anyway. '. . .” His face grew sullen. “Oh, well . . . 
we shall see,” he said to himself, sighing. 

“A fair copy by hand?” 

“No, no, there’s a typewriter somewhere in that cup- 
board — I think one of the lower doors. . . ” He took a 
cigarette from the tin on the table, smiling at some joke 
that passed through his mind, and then, unaccountably, 
he began Xo blush. It was painful to see his complacent 
face becoming slowly suffused with red. He tried to ig- 
nore it and to make her ignore it too; he occupied him- 
self fussily with lighting his cigarette and then with the 
drawers of the table, pulling them out, pushing them 
in. “As a matter of fact, there’s more of it than this — 
I began a revision when Henry wrote he was sending 
Miss Small, and this is as far as I got, but there’s the 
first draft somewhere. . . .” . He pushed back his chair 
to pull out the wide, shallow central drawer and stirred 
through the papers there, his cigarette in one hand; 
then he put the cigarette between his lips and used both 
hands for the papers, squinting through the smoke. “Or 
have I left it in Paris, like the addle-pated idiot that I 
am? No, here it is. You will see how it joins on. . . . 
There’s paper in that same cupboard. That’s that. All 
clear?” He looked up, defying her. But his face was 
almost its normal colour again. 

“Yes, all clear, thank you.” 

“Good.” He stood up. “I shall leave you to it, then.” 
He made an easy little stretch and yawn and looked at 
his watch. “Time to go.” 

“Now? You’re leaving now?” 

He nodded. 

“And how long will you be away ? ’’she asked, wanting 
to know how much time she had for the task assigned 
her. 
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“Till I’ve found you that other job.” He looked back 
from the door and said mockingly, “Shall I try very 
hard?” 

She moved her hand in an indecisive gesture and did 
not look at him. > 

“You do not wish me good luck?” 

“Are you leaving at once? Because I should like to 
say good-bye to Miss Small.” She said that because she 
thought she ought to; she was not at all sure that Miss 
Small wanted to say good-bye to her. It sounded polite 
and poised. 

“Of course,” he said. “I’ll tell her where you are.” 
And he went. 

He must have met her on his way, because she came 
in while Isabel was still standing by the table thinking of 
what had happened, or trying to think of it, trying to 
make thoughts out of what seemed now a breathlessly 
swift boat-ride through twined powerful contradictory 
currents that had carried her an immense distance in an 
unbelievably short time. The morning seemed hundreds 
of miles away. 

Daphne was wearing her light blue suit and her severe 
little hat, and she shook hands and briskly said good-bye 
and was gone again in another minute. There had 
been kindness and anxiety in her eyes, but the formality 
of farewells was something that she had been brought up 
to respect without question, and she had dutifully kept 
them formal. 

It seemed to Isabel afterwards that a farewell to a 
whole great segment of her life had been said, and she 
felt rather lost and forlorn. She missed Yves, too, oddly 
enough, and hoped that he would come in once more to 
say a last word or two, because she could talk to him, as 
she could talk to no one else in the house. It was not that 
he was unshockable; he was, on the contrary, easily 
shocked, like all egotists. And it was not that he was 
tolerant; he was, on the contrary, narrow-minded in the 
extreme. The standards and conventions of his class 
were the only meaningful standards and conventions in 
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the whole world for him, and he despised her for her 
origin, which she seemed to wear for him like a mark on 
the forehead, and was contemptuous of her for her 
poverty, and feared her because she threatened to be a 
nuisance, and hindrance in his pleasant life. But he had 
no high wall of dignity round him; he was easily ap- 
proached. 

He did not come in again, however, and after a while 
she decided that they must have left for Paris. The room 
was now all shadow; the fire glowed red; through the 
windows the clouds in the eastern sky reflected the pink- 
ness of a winter sunset. The country stillness was com- 
plete. It was a lonely time of day and a lonely time of 
year— winter-time, night approaching, a pink-stained 
sky. 

When she looked back at her life, it seemed that a 
series of the most trivial and fortuitous turnings had 
brought her here. Her mother might have taken for a 
second husband an American rather than a British 
sailor; and everything would have been different. The 
sailor might not have been, the kind who believed in 
training oneself to rise in the world, and she might have 
become a shop clerk or chambermaid or waitress. If 
she had not had a fus„ with Henry at the moment when 
Yves capriciously decided to hire himself a secretary, she 
would not have had a way opened for her into the very 
heart of the castle. And if she had not found the post- 
card on the voyage to Liverpool, and if her mother had 
not been seasick, she would not have had the conscious- 
ness of a rightful claim to give her the strength to resist 
ejection. It all seemed very strange and precarious. But 
everyone who looks back at his life must see a few small 
random turns and choices that had long consequences 
and must feel for a moment a dizziness of insecurity oil 
his present perch. 

She could not settle down to anything. She paced the 
floor,, looking down at the creamy rug, enormous and 
fine, patterned in delicate lozenges of flowers, pink and 
rose and turquoise; she turned from her pacing to look 
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half-heartedly for the typewriter in the carved walnut 
cupboard, opening drawers and doors, but soon gave up 
the search because the light got so bad. There was a 
shaded oil lamp on the table — the electricity did not go 
beyond the drawing-roofti at the other end of the wing — 
but she was not sure how to light it. She went to stand 
by a window, and she stood there for some time looking 
Out at the landscape darkening in twilight. The stillness 
depressed her; she felt forgotten; and whenever she 
thought of her high hopes of three days before — and she 
thought of them again and again — her spirits sank lower. 
She stood again in the little flat with dark early-morn- 
ing fog pressing against its windows, drinking tea that 
tasted strange in her mouth, refusing the porridge and 
kippers and toast that Betty, whose mother had be- 
lieved in solid breakfasts, urged on her, too excited to 
eat, her secret expectations glowing in her; she walked 
again through the murmurous clamour of Victoria 
station; she heard again the sound of winter evening 
traffic in Paris and a clear little quacking voice in a 
telephone receiver giving her news that made her exult 
over her good luck; and she could hardly believe in the 
state of mind that had allowed her to think that her un- 
certainties would end with the journey. She had only 
come, it seemed, to the beginning of a long uphill road, 
and she despaired of climbing it. 

The room filled with shadow; light lingered outside. 
Her hands and the tip of her nose were cold, and every 
movement that she made to warm herself sounded loud 
in the silence. She thought with longing of the seclusion 
of her own small, warm room, but she could only wish 
she had gone there earlier; she could not go there now, 
because she feared being seen as she crept upstairs to 
hide. But neither did she want to be discovered here, 
all forlorn and forgotten in the dark. Self-consciousness 
magnified her fear of other people’s observant eyes into 
a paralysing dread and made what she had come here 
to find seem hardly worth what she was having to pay 
for it. If there had been a city street outside, she would 

84 



have been tempted to go out into it and disappear for 
ever from the life of her reluctant father — who came into 
the dark room at that moment through the glass doors 
of the terrace. 

She stood very still against the curtains, hoping that 
she would not be noticed, but when, closing the glass 
doors, he turned at once to open the door of the little 
spiral stairway, her sensation of relief had all the flat- 
ness of disappointment. The stairway, however, was 
filled with so solid a darkness that he decided against at- 
tempting it without a light, and came strolling past her 
down the length of the room to the chimney-piece. Her 
breathing quickened, her pulse hurried, and she looked 
quickly away from his silhouette against the red glow of 
the dying fire, lest he become aware that he was 
watched. A match flared ; a candle-flame grew slowly 
large; he came back towards the stairway, carrying the 
naked candle unconcernedly in his gloved hand, his 
dark, austere face serenely preoccupied. She could no 
longer hope not to be seen, and he did see her, but he was 
not perceptibly startled, and. he did not seem to care at 
all that he had been watched unbeknown to himself. 

“What are you doing here all in the dark?” he said. 

“Nothing,” she replied, hideously embarrassed. 

She had tried to say it casually, but he must have 
heard a note of misery in her, voice, because the ex- 
pression on his face changed to a mixture of impatience 
and pity. He studied her for a moment or two, frown- 
ing; then he said, “You are going to be so bored here.” 

She answered the implication. “But I have nowhere 
else to go.” 

“No friends anywhere?” 

She thought of Betty and Miriam, but she knew that 
Betty’s affection was the dutiful loyalty one feels 
towards someone one lives with, nothing more, and that 
Miriam’s was too easy to count for much. Neither of 
them would have died for her, and she would not have 
died for them — that was how she measured friendship 
in those days. “No,” she said. 
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“And no other relatives?” 

She caught her breath and said, “My mother is dead.” 
Whatever that news made him feel could only be 
guessed at. Gazing absently down at the candle he 
held, he merely listened. She went on at last, “My 
mother died last August. In childbirth. She married 
three times.” 

' That startled him; he looked up. “Three times!” he 
said, amazed, shaking his head. “But then you must 
have half-brothers and sisters. ...” 

“No. I have only ...” He was so obsessing a pres- 
ence that she had to stop to count. “. . . only three liv- 
ing relatives that I know of.” 

He looked sharply at her and sharply away, jerking 
his shoulders slightly, as if he were resenting the brush 
of a burden against them. She did not blame him for 
that; she was a burden even to herself just then. She 
did not admire herself at all, begging for pity, acting out 
pathos. 

“Oh, it’s hard,” she cried out abruptly — “it’s hard to 
want something so badly that you have to take it even 
when it’s grudged to you. ...” 

He let that pass with a wry reflective movement of 
his lips. It was not a successful appeal. It seemed to 
reach him, but also, in some obscure way, to disgust 
him, as he was willing .to let her see. 

“I’m sorry,” she said despairingly. “I don’t know 
...” She meant, I don’t know how to please you, how 
to win you ; but of course she could not say that to this 
aloof, suspicious man. 

“All I wonder is, what you’ll do with yourself here,” 
he said, moving on towards the stairway. “It’s the 
dullest place in the world. ...” Then he swerved back 
towards the fire. 

“I’m going to work on the book,” she said, meaning 
to show him how little she wanted luxurious idleness, 
but that was the wrong thing to say, too. It did not 
offend him, but it awakened thoughts that made him 
scowl as he walked on in his aura of warm light and 
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shifting shadows to the fire, where he found another 
candle, this one in a holder, and lighted it with the one 
he carried. “Have they gone?” she said, suddenly terri- 
fied that Yves was still m the house and that her position 
was not so secure as she had thought it. 

“They? Oh, yes,” he said, leaving the lighted candle 
on the mantel and going once more towards the stair- 
way, and he added deliberately, “Thank God.” 

Her hands were behind her, clutching the thin, sleek 
folds of the silken curtains; at her back was the cold, 
blue winter night. “Do you want me to go, too?” she 
called after him. “I will, if you want me to. To-night, 
if you say so. I’ll go. It’s no use. . . .” 

“Oh, for God’s sake let’s leave it as it is,” he said 
wearily, not pausing in his slow stroll towards the stairs. 
“I’m tired of argument. I told you before, I can’t put 
you out into the cold. If you have nowhere to go, you 
must stay — for now, at least. Leave it at that. And you 
have a right to be here. It’s no favour. . . . And since 
I’m rid ofnim for a while, I can put up with you, I sup- 
pose, if only you’ll not be difficult and . . .” He went on 
talking, but his back was to her and his voice was a 
dwindling, unintelligible mutter. 

When she thought he had finished, she said again, 
“I’m sorry. . . .” 

“All right !” he shouted furiougly from the door of the 
stairway, and then he made her jump with astonish- 
ment by laughing aloud at himself. She had thought him 
set for good in anger and quite incapable of laughter of 
any kind. The suddenness of it shocked her into seeing 
him briefly not as a vagueness of fatherhood but as a 
person alive in his own nght, made him human and co- 
existent for a moment, a separate human being with a 
steady heartbeat of his own and his own private view 
of the great world and his own desires and longings and 
memories that had nothing to do with her — but only 
for a moment. “All right,” he said again, more gently. 
“All right. . . . And I’ve still my poor sister to prepare. 

. . . You might dine here.” 
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It was a beautiful room, exquisitely civilized, and she 
did not want to be difficult again, but now that Yves 
had gone, it seemed a desolate place, isolated as it was 
by many dark, cold, unfurnished rooms from the daily 
life of the house. \ 

“In my room?” she suggested hesitantly. “I should 
much prefer it.” 

“In your room. . . .” He shook his head and shrugged 
his shoulders over the possessiveness of that. “Do you 
know your way by these stairs?” 

She guessed that he did not want her to use the other 
stairway because she might then meet his sister before 
his explanation was made, and since she rather dreaded 
meeting that sister, who was a countess, she was glad to 
do as he wished. “Yes,” she said, “I know the way.” 

“But be careful. They are terribly steep,” he said, 
and then he disappeared round the upward curve of the 
stairs. The light of the candle glowed a moment longer 
on the smoothly fitted stones of the wall; then it dis- 
appeared, too. 

After which she stood for a while brooding over the 
interview, regretting her part in it, which had been 
cowardly and insincere. She wished that she had been 
braver, simpler, more forthright, and therefore, perhaps, 
more attractive, telling him plainly what she felt, what 
she wanted, pushing boldly past the barrier of his anger 
towards Yves and his prejudice towards herself, forcing 
him to see her point of view and understand her mo- 
tives, which were selfish, certainly, but not mean, not 
revengeful, and not hostile to him. And, in fact, every- 
thing would have been different if she had been able to 
do that — merely different, however, not better. Less 
painful, perhaps, less far-reaching in consequences, un- 
doubtedly less violent, but not, in the long run, better. 

But she knew well enough that she could not have be- 
haved in any other way. She did not want to assert her- 
self and force him into concessions; she did not want to 
dominate him. She longed as much to be obedient as 
other daughters seem to long to be free. Whenever 
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there was the faintest assumption of rightful authority 
in his manner, she was profoundly content to submit, 
hoping that in time her willingness would strengthen the 
bond between them, the bond that had to be there, 
however tenuous it was at this stage, because they were 
father and daughter. 

And so, having introduced herself into a household 
already precariously balanced in its tensions, she con- 
tained herself in docility, and the effect of her arrival 
was dangerously postponed. And the effect, when it 
came, was different. 
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3 

The next morning was cheerful, all blue sky and red 
sunlight and hoar-frost, with sparrows chirping and 
roosters crowing. Her breakfast was brought at the 
hour she had named the night before, and she was primly 
dressed and ready for it. When she had eaten, she started 
downstairs, pausing nervously half-way to look out ot 
one of the narrow windows at the village cheerfully sun- 
lit, steep roofs steaming, chimneys smoking, an old brown 
dog wagging his tail benignly as he stood regarding the 
scene and approving it, a black-stockinged little girl in 
a blue dress with a shawl over her shoulders running into 
the bakery, an old man coming out of a cave doorway 
and spitting on the cobbles and then wiping his mouth 
with the back of his hand. She descended again, step 
by step, and the downstairs passage came into sight. 
By chance, the tall Duke and his tall sister were stand- 
ing there in cold morning shadow, talking quietly 
together. They stopped talking and looked up at her. 

The mood was new — workaday, sober. The guests 
had gone, the normal'routines had returned with one 
slight change, and the expression on his face showed his 
final feeling about the change. It was wry and resigned. 
He had turned a corner in his life, and was not sure that 
he liked what he saw, but knew that there was no turn- 
ing back just now. 

He wore breeches and gaiters and the old brown coat 
again; his sister was dressed for riding, too, in a black 
habit. She was tall and thin, in her middle thirties, and 
somehow not formidable at all, though a countess. Her 
soft grey-brown hair was arranged in waves to frame a 
bony, vulnerable face; her eyes were a profound clear 
blue, humourless and kind. She stared at Isabel in utter 
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astonishment, evidently not prepared for the resem- 
blance, although obviously warned of something un- 
usual, and she almost annoyed her brother by glancing 
at him to confirm it. She seemed an innocent and gentle 
sort of person. 

There was also the dog, the large black poodle. 
Three pairs of regarding eyes were difficult to bear. 
Isabel seemed to herself to be growing extra arms and 
legs like a spider, and to be stretching out as well, like 
Alice when she ate the wrong cake. She caught her 
heels clumsily on the treads, saw unclearly, and heard 
the roar of silence. 

She stopped on the last step of the stairs. The Duke 
said pleasantly, “Well, we shall meet at lunch,” and 
moved away towards the door of the great hall. His 
sister smiled uncertainly as she turned to follow him. 
The dog dubiously wagged its tail. 

Isabel watched them go. 

They met at lunch, he sat thoughtfully remote; his 
sister was hesitantly cordial ; and they met at dinner, and 
at lunch and dinner the next day, and the day after 
that; and the point at issue seemed to sink out of focus 
to become submerged and blurred in moods and sensa- 
tions — the rural stillness; the winter cold; the loneliness; 
the isolated life of the castle with the vital currents 
of village life eddying strongly below its walls; the 
ancient rooms; the good food mid good wine; and the 
great open fires, infinitely fascinating to Isabel, who had 
never known anything but hot-air registers and steam 
radiators and gas fires before. Staring into a fire on an 
open hearth, she seemed to look along deep alleys in 
time to the oldest time of all and to feel the unchanging- 
ness of it, the presentness of the past, because winter was 
outside and the living fire was keeping her warm, as it 
would have done in a cave or on a hillside in Greece or 
in the castle itself in the days when its Duke did his 
ridiqg out in armour. At such moments she felt that 
words were beside the point, facts were all that mat- 
tered, and they would matter just as much if they were 
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never put into words by anyone. She was for a while a 
little drunk with moods and sensations. 

She learned afterwards that he had explained her to 
his sister as a distant relative whom Yves had come 
across in his travels, which tfras surely not an explanation 
that it required a day and a night to invent. Yves was 
right about him; he did not think quickly. On the other 
hand, he did not have to think quickly. No one ever 
tried to press him in that house, except Yves, and even 
Yves had to wait for his answers. 

Isabel waited too. He was determined to dislike her; 
he earnestly tried to be cold to her; he stirred up his sus- 
picions, when they began drowsing off, by reminding 
himself that her motives were still unknown and prob- 
ably disgusting. But at the same time, funnily enough, 
he was continually slipping into friendliness. That was 
the behaviour most natural to him; it was always his 
impulse to be as comfortable as possible with people. 
He really detested Yves, it appeared, but even with 
Yves he could on occasion engage in pleasant casual 
conversation. That was his strength as well as his weak- 
ness. In fact, it was not really a weakness at all, because 
he could like and enjoy without caring a jot whether or 
not he was liked in return. He did not smile in order to 
win something; he smiled because he felt like it at the 
moment. And so, before long, he was pleasantly and 
gaily conversing with Isabel as if she were a normal sort 
of guest for him to have — and then, suddenly remember- 
ing what she was and what she might be, he would in- 
terrupt what he was saying at lunch or dinner to give 
her a rather irrelevantly expectant stare, blanl^ and 
indignant, that made her very nervous. 

His sister’s attitude was more puzzling. She knew 
without being told that Isabel must be her brother’s 
illegitimate daughter, but she was not dismayed by that. 
Instead, she seemed actually inclined to be pleased. She 
was kind from the beginning, and she subdued her 
cordiality only to harmonize her conduct a little with 
his. Isabel felt the queerness of that without wanting 
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to have it explained, because she was afraid it might be 
explained out of existence, and it was too pleasant to be 
sacrificed. But she did not altogether trust it; it was too 
impulsive, too unthinking, too unexpected; and in that 
she was wise. 

She met them at first only at lunch and dinner, where 
she always sat facing the sideboard, her back to the fire, 
with the Duke at the end of the table to the left and his 
sister to the right, the negative and positive poles of a 
temperate hospitality. It was not what she had hoped 
for, but it was, she saw, a good deal more than she could 
reasonably have anticipated. 

Neither was it the life that she had looked for, the un- 
imaginable life that she had tried to imagine behind the 
pale, lovely walls of the pictured castle. Her most 
steadfast conception of it had involved vulgarities of 
hothouse roses and crystal chandeliers and gleaming 
marble floors, the splendid background of a life of 
leisure and gaiety. She found cares, duties, and tasks. 
The Duke did not employ an agent for the estate; he 
managed it himself. In the mornings, as a rule, he rode 
out on horseback or went farther afield in his car, 
which was a large old black touring-car; in the after- 
noons he occupied himself in his office in a corner of the 
stable yard with the yet duller tasks of book-keeping and 
letter-writing; and often in the evening he went there 
again to meet a tenant for further discussion of some 
question that had come up. He was always tired at 
night; his most familiar gesture, as he came into the 
drawing-room before dinner, was the pressing of finger- 
tips against his temples, slanting his eyes to relieve the 
strain of long hours of paper work. 

It was not really remarkable that he found Isabel’s 
presence a rather welcome change, and he would have 
had to be a very stupid man to go on for long mistaking 
the good will that she so strangely felt towards him at 
that time, but for a while he did. One evening he talked 
to her quite as he had talked to Daphne, looking bored, 
but giving her sudden involuntary glances of amused 
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interest whenever she abandoned caution in despair and 
spoke her mind; but overnight he regretted his abandon- 
ment of caution; and the next day, happening to over- 
take her at the head of th$ stairs, instead of saying good 
morning he said, “Tell me one thing.” She turned at 
once and looked hopefully up at him, doubting her 
ability to convince him of anything, but anxious to try, 
but she doubted a little more when she saw his dark, 
gloomy face, which was already distant with disbelief. 
“For how long had you been in communication with 
my cousin?” 

“Not at all!” she answered eagerly. “Honestly, not 
at all ! I didn’t even know he existed till Mr Dolphin — 
that’s who I worked for before — mentioned him. 
Honestly ! I came here not knowing, just suspecting a 
little, and only suspecting at the last moment, but not 
really knowing, and not planning anything — honestly.” 

He stared down at the toe of his boot, moving it in and 
out of a shaft of thin sunlight that fell through one of the 
stairway windows. “Lady Macbeth,” he remarked at 
last. 

“You mean, protesting too much? But that’s because 
I don’t feel believed. Honestly, it was all chance. . . . 
But it wasn’t Lady Macbeth, it was the Player-queen in 
Hamlet. ...” 

“So it was,” he saitf, turning away as he laughed so 
that he would not be laughing with her. But she saw 
why he had made the mistake ; perhaps he did, too. He 
had in his mind the idea of a woman urging a man on 
to dark plots; and she began to fear that nothing would 
ever get it out of his head. She waited for another ques- 
tion; he frowned and rubbed his upper lip. “So it was,” 
he repeated, starting absently down the stairs. “Oh, by 
the way,” he called back as he passed out of sight round 
the curve, “you should be more out-of-doors. Shouldn’t 
you?” 

She took that as an invitation to explore and was 
grateful. “Thank you very much,” she said loudly, be- 
cause his footsteps continued, carrying him out of ear- 
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shot, and she meant it, but he laughed rather dryly as 
he went on down the stairs, taking her thanks as sar- 
casm — but enjoying the sarcasm. He was a self- 
sufficient person, much too sure of himself to be touched 
by her sarcasm. 

And so she went sight-seeing round the castle. But 
it is an awkward thing, sight-seeing alone; it is fatal, 
really, to keeping one’s footing in modem times. One 
lacks a point of reference — a guide’s recital of the facts, 
however misinformed he may be, or someone else’s im- 
pression of what dimly impresses you. She saw it first 
alone, and sometimes she seemed insubstantial to her- 
self as she walked through the substantial but non- 
existent past. She was real for herself only as the 
daughter of all that grandeur, and because she could 
not see that daughter as Isabel Regan with a head full of 
memories of Wichita and Liverpool and London, she 
knew there must be another finer Isabel within her to 
be awakened by these glimpses of old riches. She walked 
about here and there more than half trying to bring to life 
that proud and fascinating creature — but trying in vain. 

There were three courtyards that she learned, four 
altogether, but the fourth was beyond tfye stables and 
coach-houses and storage sheds, and she never had any 
excuse to go there. The first courtyard was the one 
served by the cobbled ramp of the entrance, the one 
overlooked by her bedroom wifldow; it was smaller 
than the others, and irregular in shape, wider at the 
south end, narrower at the north, with a piece taken out 
in addition by the projection of dining-room and draw- 
ing-room. It was paved with large squares of stone that 
were often white with frost when she looked out of her 
window in the morning, and from that velvet pallor of 
frost the opposite facade rose pale to silvered roofs and 
blue sky, all silent and still and very beautiful. The 
third was the cobbled stable yard, which smelled won- 
derfully of horses and hay, and which echoed sometimes 
with tne cheerful noises of workaday life. Between 
them was the deserted main courtyard. 
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This was the part of the castle that was shown to tour- 
ists. On the north side was the high retaining wall of 
the garden; on the other three sides were the elaborate 
facades built during t{ie Renaissance, colonnades and 
galleries surrounding the perfect circle of a gravelled 
drive, within which was a great circle of lawn, at the 
centre of which was a well sheltered by a carved stone 
canopy upheld by four stone nymphs. The canopy was 
an airy affair, the nymphs almost seemed to be holding 
on to it to keep it from floating away, it looked so lightly 
balanced on their up-raised hands, though it must have 
weighed tons, and they could still smile after bearing it 
on their curly heads and lifted hands for almost four 
centuries. Isabel came through the dark chill of the 
archway from the first courtyard and saw it sunlit, and 
it looked to her like the heart of perpetual springtime, a 
flowering of stone as pure and perfect as white lilies, and 
she was enchanted by it till she saw that the well had 
been fitted with a heavy oak cover and was no longer in 
use. Then she felt hurt; she suffered for it; she wanted 
to turn time back and give the well its old employment 
again and the nymphs their important purpose. But 
she thought it was the barbarian Isabel in her that made 
her feel like that, and she tried to drive the idea away. 
She turned slowly, looking around. 

To the north, above the retaining wall of the garden, 
she saw the pollard ed* - tops of lime-trees high against the 
sky and the narrow plumes of poplars glistening in sun- 
light with a few old leaves flickering on their bare 
branches. To the south was the stairway of the main 
entrance. It was a fantastic stairway. It began on a 
rather modest scale with a narrow arch sculptured in 
leaves and fruit and flowers, and then swelled into a 
triple cascade of shallow curving steps that came to- 
gether in a single broad step at the dark, high door. 
She left the well, crossed the withered lawn and the 
drive, and started up the steps, feeling like I don’t know 
what far-away princess in a dream of ancient times un- 
aware of her trailing brocades on these gentle gradual 
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steps, but certainly not feeling like herself, Isabel with- 
out a name of her own, in harsh wool and square-toed 
brogues that rubbed the heels of her feet wrong. It was 
winter; the air was sharp and clear; there seemed 
nothing between her and the past except the mem- 
brane of her own obtuseness. She stood very still and 
tried to remember standing there a hundred, two hun- 
dred, four hundred years before, and felt herself ob- 
served, and turned and saw the Duke looking curiously 
in her direction as he sauntered across the courtyard to- 
wards the archway into the stable yard. She felt caught 
out and guilty, not so much because she stood on his 
stairway, but because she had been trying, in a manner 
of speaking, to pick an apple from his past. He only 
lifted his hand in a little gesture of greeting or per- 
mission and walked on. 

But she found she could not continue her imaginings. 
She felt an outsider and uneducated ; she did not even 
have the facts of the tradition to use as a foundation for 
reveries. When he was out of sight she touched the 
crumbling stonework of the nearest balustrade with 
critical fingers and left the stairs for the well again, to 
which she now gave + he hostile stare of a provincial 
tourist, no longer taking sides with it, as a daughter of 
the house should do. But still it troubled her. 

Another thing that touched her. but with a different 
sort of wistful appeal, was the stable clock — because she 
could rarely hear it strike the hours, and never suc- 
ceeded in getting a glimpse of its face. It had a dim, 
blurred, jangling note that did not penetrate, but let 
itself be carried by the wind and turned by any obstruc- 
tion. Even in the high garden one could hear it only if 
the day was perfectly still; one could never hear it in 
Yves’s room and rarely inside anywhere, except as a 
ghostly sound down the chimney of a room, a thin, dis- 
embodied note telling a time that never was. It was a 
sound -that was already preparing to carry a great load 
of memory; hearing it then was a kind of premonition 
of looking back through the darkness of war years to 
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sunnier, more innocent days of peace, when private 
troubles, close and real, were what counted. 

The more she saw of the castle, the more she longed 
for what she could not somehow get — a feeling that she 
belonged there. She Mad expected to slip into her set- 
ting like a hand going into an old glove, but everything 
held her off, isolated her, thrust her back within the 
boundaries of her difference. 

The wing that was lived in was the oldest part of the 
building, but also in many ways the newest, because it 
had always been occupied. Daily use had worn out 
everything that could be worn out, and it had then 
been replaced, and changes in taste had remodelled the 
rooms over and over. The panelling in the great hall 
that looked so old had been put in just before the revolu- 
tion; the parquet floor upstairs had been there only for 
about thirty years. Only the shell of thick stone was 
really ancient, that and a very steep break-neck stone 
stairway that led down to the kitchens from the pantry 
at the east end of the dining-room. Over that stairway 
a set of wooden stairs had been built, with easier rises 
and broader treads, that made the old stairway look 
impossible for the human foot, but its worn concavities 
showed how thoroughly it had been used. She thought 
of kitchens she had known, the brown fusty basement 
kitchen in Liverpool, the little wooden kitchen with the 
linoleum floor and Kerosene stove in Wichita, and felt 
like an alien, a tourist, incapable of assimilation. 

The bathroom was especially inimical. The plumb- 
ing had been installed in the nineteenth century, and 
the bathroom was extraordinary. It was a room more 
than twice as large as the room of the water-closet; there 
was a fire-place at one end, and at the other a tall black 
oak linen cupboard ; and in the centre on a broad dais, 
was the enormous bath of red-veined marble, with gleam- 
ing ornate marble pillars reaching to the ceiling at each 
of its four corners, and with gilt brackets for candles on 
each of the pillars. One could feel unspeakably grand 
and elegant, reclining in that bath by candlelignt, deep 
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in hot water, while a good fire on the hearth hissed and 
crackled and sent soft waves of light rippling across 
walls and ceiling and the red velvet curtains drawn to- 
gether at the windows; one could also feel as Isabel 
did, unspeakably out of place. 

Amaud was butler, steward, and housekeeper all in 
one, and he was very pleasant to her, as indeed all the 
servants were after the master of the house ceased to be 
hostile; Amaud took her down to see the kitchens one 
day and introduced her to Claude the cook and her sad 
widowed daughter Roxane, who never appeared above- 
stairs, but carried on below-stairs a lively social inter- 
course with people from the village, among whom they 
queened it royally. There was also the plain dark maid 
called Louise and a rather prettier dark maid called 
F^licie, and there were the two footmen, Gilles, who 
served at table with Arnaud, and Joel, who seemed to be 
Arnaud’s left hand for dirty work. It was not a large 
household. The only usual sounds indoors were the 
ticking of clocks and the busy rustle of fires; outside 
there were sounds of life and -activity only in the stable 
yard. She sometimes heard children’s voices from the 
other side of an overgrown brambly hedge at the north 
end of the garden — there seemed to be a path behind 
the hedge connecting the village to the farm-yards and 
fields west of the castle — but she never saw children any- 
where within the walls. Their kitid of life, turned to- 
wards the future, careless of the past, was not the life of 
the castle. 

But she was not bored. It was a quiet place, and she 
was unsure of herself, uneasy, and often discouraged, 
but she was not bored. And when her father by slow 
degrees began making friends with her, her life grew 
positively exciting. 

She finished copying Yves’s manuscript, which was an 
unexpectedly sober, and studious piece of historical 
writing, all brave with footnotes and scholarly evasions 
of finality. It was not his sort of thing at all, and she 
wondered what sort of report Daphne had made on it. 

99 



It seemed decidedly meritorious and quite interesting, 
but it was only well begun, no more, and the English of 
it was amazingly stiff and awkward. 

Late one cold grey mprning, as she was trying to un- 
cover the skeleton of on& complicated construction to see 
where it was out of joint, she heard noises from the spiral 
.stairway in the wall by the glass doors. She screwed her 
head round and waited rather breathessly. The door 
opened ; the Duke appeared. He had changed for lunch 
from riding-clothes to brown tweeds, and she thought he 
looked very comely. 

She no longer saw her own face when she looked at 
his, because she knew him now and could see how well 
his face expressed him and so how completely every- 
thing in it belonged to him, how unanalysably and in- 
divisibly the portrait of his personality it was : serene 
forehead, sombre brows, pensive eyes, ironic mouth, 
and all. Her sense of the resemblance lingered to warm 
her heart with the knowledge that what she was had 
come from him; but when she looked at him she saw 
only his good humour and self-sufficiency, his zest and 
contradictory indolence, his pride, his thoughtfulness, 
and her own private ideal, as she had recendy dis- 
covered, of masculine beauty. She was, in fact, just 
then a little bewitched by his face ; she loved to watch it. 

“Roundabout,” she said shyly, meaning a round- 
about way to go to flinch. 

“I got carried past my stop,” he said, laughing. “I 
lost count. No, I was up,” he said, interrupting the 
wiping of his fingers on his handkerchief to point vaguely 
upwards, “and once on those damned steps one may as 
well stay on them to the bottom unless a door’s opened 
somewhere. . . . Well, time for lunch, I think. He 
tucked his handkerchief in his pocket and looked dis- 
tastefully at hands that seemed quite clean again. 
“Come along and I’ll explain to you that stairway you 
were so puzzled about. . . .” 

She was puzzled now by the reference, but she left her 
task and followed him very gladly out on the terrace and 
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along its splendid length to the door at the far end, 
though it was cold outside and she had no coat on, only 
a fairly thick suit. But she understood what he meant 
when they came round into the stately hall where the 
fantastic stairway continued its curves in a new arrange- 
ment upwards. 

“Have you seen Chambord?” he asked, pushing open 
one leaf of the great outside door. 

“No . . 

“You’ve never seen, you’ve never heard of the famous 
double spiral on which one man may go up and another 
down at the same time without ever meeting? What a 
pity! Half the point will be lost on you. You see, my 
ancestor . . .” He paused, and something that was per- 
haps only simple reconsideration shadowed his face. 
Then he shrugged his shoulders and went on equably, 
“. . . . our ancestor thought very little of that notion,” 
and her heart glowed, and she looked quickly away to 
spare him the wave of love flowing from her, as if it 
might swamp him if she directed it with her eyes. “He 
was a more social nature than' Francis I, or perhaps not! 
... At any rate, he chose to contrive, or have contrived, 
a stairway on which . eople were certain to come to- 
gether, and at rather close quarters, too. Here it is!” 

They stood at the head of the lovely cascade of shal- 
low steps, great colonnades on either side, and cold grey 
sky as ceiling. “Is there any truth in that at all?” she 
asked happily. 

“What other possible explanation is there? Look at 
it. Imagine a dozen ladies in spreading skirts” — he in- 
dicated them — “emerging here, all at their ease, ex- 
claiming over the sweet springtime, then descending and 
all coming together in a crush in that bottle-neck of an . 
arch!” 

“But it’s lovely,” she said after a moment — it was all 
she could think of to say. 

“Oh*, yes, lovely,” he said ambiguously, pulling the 
door to behind him and starting down the steps. “So 
you have lived in the United States, have you?” he 
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continued very casually as they crossed the withered 
circle of lawn — something had been said about her resi- 
dence there on the night before. 

“Until I was fifteen, in Wichita and New York,” she 
answered in the same tone of voice. 

“And where is Wee-chee-tah?” 

“Wichita,” she said, amused that he could do what so 
many people do, hear a new word pronounced correctly 
and promptly repeat it according to their own system 
of pronunciation. 

“Wee-chita.” 

“Wichita.” 

“Which-ta,” he said, really trying. 

“Good enough. It’s in Kansas.” 

“And Kansas is in the United States of America. 
Good enough. I am informed,” he said, laughing all to 
himself. 

He continued to laugh and make jokes at lunch, but 
he came late to dinner and was tired and thoughtful, 
ignoring her. The next night they were quite on family 
terms again. Arnaud lived with his wife in the gate- 
keeper’s apartments at the foot of the cobbled ramp; 
his wife was the one in charge of the rooms that were 
shown to the public. She cleaned them once every week 
or so with the help of a couple of women from the vil- 
lage, and she was {he one who guided the visitors 
through. Isabel came upon her in the guardroom, a 
stout woman all in black, as waxen pale as Arnaud him- 
self, and was told a number of lurid tales about the room 
that made the assistants laugh, and so she did not be- 
lieve them. But that evening, in the drawing-room 
after dinner, the duke assured her that they were all 
true. “But why did her friends laugh, then?” Isabel 
asked. 

“To hide their pride,” he said. “They were pleased 
to see you so much impressed.” 

“But truly I can’t believe ” 

“Cain’t?” he said. “What is this cain’t?” 

“Caan’t,” she said by accident. “Cahn’t.” 
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“Ah, the layers peel off,” he said delightedly; he had 
all along surmised somehow where cam't came from. 
And she laughed, too, and forgot what it was she could 
not believe, because the poodle, Cephise, was let in from 
her after-dinner airing, and she came to each of them in 
turn to be welcomed. She touched her nose to her mis- 
tress’s hand and wagged her tail before Isabel; but to 
the Duke she gave her most emotional greeting, weaving 
towards him like a spent arrow, head drooping, tail low, 
flattening herself before him at last so that he had to 
lean to touch her curly top-knot. It was what she had 
done the first time Isabel saw her, but now it did not 
seem servile. 

Her soft fur was cold to the touch ; and it smelled of 
clean winter night air. “Oh, look, she’s smiling at you,” 
Isabel said, and Cephise really was, smiling as a human 
smiles, a little curved wrinkle at each corner of her 
mouth, and her eyes soft and bright. “Oh, Cephise, 
you’re smiling!” 

“She does not smile for me,”, said Jeanne de Varaisne 
ruefully; “faithless animal. ...” 

“You’re her bread-and-butter,” said Isabel, “he’s her 
cake.” 

“Cake?” he said, much amused, but he gave her one 
of his considering looks, wondering about the motive, 
the character, the experience that ^ay behind that choice 
of words, and his blue eyes were aloof and calculating. 
Yet it was not strange that Isabel gave a greater weight 
to the friendliness, at this stage, than to the distrust ob- 
viously drowsing beneath it. She felt that she deserved 
the friendliness and that it therefore had a better foun- 
dation than the distrust, and so would outlast it. He 
finished by smiling at her, suddenly and engagingly, I 
suppose because she seemed to hang so breatnessly on 
his decision. Then Gilles came in to murmur a message, 
and the Duke got up. 

“Come here, Cephise,” Isabel said when he had gone, 
“come to me,” but Cephise only wagged her tail twice 
and went off to plod round the room in search of the 
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correct place for a nap. “How did you happen to give 
her that name?” 

“My brother gave it to her,” said Madame de 
Varaisne with a wan smile. “A little joke and a little 
compliment . . . and a little tease. . . .” 

Isabel was interested, but she did not see that; she had 
returned to her book. Perhaps she thought the explana- 
tion complete. Perhaps it was. 

Isabel went from the fire, with its hot, hissing intri- 
cacies of glowing caverns and busy flames, to a table 
where there were magazines and books scattered at 
random, U Illustration and Figaro and Punch , and David 
Copperfield and Le Lys dans la vallie , and a large book 
bound in red velvet that she had noticed before. There 
were photographs in it. “Pictures,” she said, closing it 
again with insincere politeness. 

The Countess looked up. “A family album,” she said 

apologetically; “not very interesting, except to ” 

and she caught her breath. “You would be interested, 
perhaps. ...” She put her book down. 

It was permission. Isabel carried the album over to 
the sofa and sat down beside her with it, opening it by 
chance to a photograph of three stern little boys much 
of an age, all wearing white — white knickerbockers and 
bloused belted white tunics — with black four-in-hand 
ties and black stockings and shoes. Two were dark, one 
was fair, all were obviously related. They leaned 
against a stone wall in stiffly casual attitudes. 

“My brother, Barnabe, and Yves,” explained Jeanne. 
“Barnabe is another cousin. ...” There was an awk- 
ward, uneasy pause ; then she laughed a little and said 
fondly, so fondly that Isabel was rather embarrassed, as 
by an accidental glimpse into a friend’s private life, 
“Yves always says he had a stone in his shoe when that 

{ ricture was taken, and that’s why his face has a pained 
ook. . . . But I don’t know. It was an uncomfortable 
thing to have one’s picture taken, the eyes of one’s 
parents on one. . . . Look at me,” she said, pointing to 
the photograph of a little girl in white who looked as if 
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she were seeing a ghost. “Turn,” she commanded com- 
fortably. “My father. . . . The only picture of him with 
moustaches. My mother did not care for them. ... A 
house-party before the war,” she said, pointing to a 
sunlit gathering of ladies in straw hats set very straight 
on their heads and trim, pale, pear-shaped dresses 
ankle-length, with gentlemen here and there like dark 
leaves to set off the blossoms in a bouquet. “A shoot.” 
Gentlemen in knickerbockers and vaguely Tyrolese 
hats, carrying guns. “Turn. . . . My mother and Aunt 
Sylvie — Bamabe’s mother — and just the arm and 
shoulder of her husband, you see?” She laughed again. 
“He was so disappointed. . . . He was a very wealthy 
man, he manufactured a remedy for headaches, but a 
very nice man, and the picture was quite accidental. . . . 
Here he is again, alone.” A short, stout, bearded man 
with an intent, spectacled stare, standing with one foot 
at right angles to the other and both hands behind his 
back. “My grandparents. . . .” Two very old, hand- 
some, white-haired people seated on a bench with trees 
behind them and dappling shadows at their feet, both 
scowling impatiently at the camera. “She was my 
grandfather’s cousin; you see the resemblance. . . . My 
parents in Italy, just after they married. . . .” She 
smiled peculiarly; something amused her; there was 
some unkind joke that those two shy, solemn young 
people in the picture did not shire. “A birthday party. 

. . . My brother on the right: the only one in profile — 
you see? He is staring at the girl on the other side, with 
whom he was in love — at nine years old ! And she was 
eighteen ! It was a.fact well known to us all. But he was 
always falling in love, and quite openly, without shame. 

. . . And it was never unrequited,” she said, amused 
again, but differently, indulgently. “Even that girl of 
eighteen, she gave the first dance to him, at the ball, 
because he was so devoted, she said ; and how the others 
raged! . . . Turn.” 

There were other girls that her brother had loved; 
there was Yves slouching in English clothes after his first 
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term at Oxford; there was Bamab^ on horseback look- 
ing worried and trying not to show it; there were her 
brother and Bamab6 dressed for tennis; her brother 
smiling, Barnabe stiff and Stern and a little blurred. 

“My husband,” she said gravely, pausing over a pic- 
ture of a short, broad man who was holding up his hand 
protestingly and laughing. “And here he is again, 
when he did not know he was being taken . . . but it is 
no more like him than the other. ...” She considered 
those two pictures for a long time, and then she looked 
away. “It is late, Isabel,” she said. “Cephise?” Isabel 
earned the album back to the table. “Shall we go up 
this way?” said Jeanne, going towards the little stair- 
way behind the tall, thin door in the north wall. 
Drawing-room, dining-room, and pantry met there in a 
complication of doorways and arches. “Come, Cephise,” 

• she said, with sad laughter in her voice as she spoke the 
name, and Cephise stood up, stretched out her front 
legs, stretched her back legs, and then came plodding 
cheerfully across the room to lead the way up the dark 
spiral, her nails clicking on stone. 

Isabel found her room brightly illumined by firelight 
and very warm. She was not sleepy. She sat down in 
the shabby wing-chair by the fire and put her feet up on 
the kerbing and for a while thought herself as contented 
as a purring kitten ; but it was actually only an assump- 
tion of contentment th§.t had spread softly and decep- 
tively over her. She had been treated that evening for 
the firet time as a member of the family, therefore it went 
without saying that she was happy. It was unarguable 
that she was happy. She gloated over the events of the 
evening for some time before she began to realize that 
she was really miles from feeling blissful about them. In 
point of fact they troubled her, and she could not tell 
why. Her aunt had been very kind to her, which ought 
to have been a positive step forward, but it was not. 
She had become vaguely aware of new strains and veins 
in the character of that mild, sweet-tempered woman, 
and it had been like finding a new flavour in a familiar 
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dish and not being sure whether the effect was pleasant 
or unpleasant; and all that age of balls and house- 
parties and children made the present life of the castle 
seem a once-bountiful river dwindling inexplicably to a 
trickle in arid sand ; and the old names and gaieties had 
no associations for her, they had awakened no sleeping 
response, they rolled now like brisk, meaningless marbles 
through her thoughts. She bent forward to fold her 
arms on her knees and cradle her head in her arms, 
feeling queerly desolate. 

When she looked out of her window the next morn- 
ing, she saw the grey Rolls standing in the frosty court- 
yard, and she knew that Yves had returned. It caught 
her off guard; she had to struggle upwards, it seemed, 
through a great depth of dreaming to meet this bleak 
daybreak of reality. He must have found suitable em- 
ployment for her, therefore she would be invited to" 
leave; and the relationship she was cultivating would 
halt its growth at the point it had reached. She wanted 
to run and hide. 

Then she had to know the worst at once, and she went 
straight down to him; but when she met him, she could 
not ask questions, she could not go near the subject, she 
tried not even to think of it, lest her thinking of it bring 
the thought to his mind. 

She found him standing at the table looking at the 
work she had done on his manuscript. He was wearing 
the brown leather coat that he wore for driving, and his 
leather gloves were still in his hand. “Good morning,” 
she said. He looked up and looked down again, leaving 
her with the memory of a half-caught glimpse of what 
might have been a smile. But she was sure of a certain 
friendly awareness of her in his manner that had not 
been there before — and also of a depression that had 
nothing to do with her or with the manuscript, though 
the sight of the manuscript certainly did not please him. 
“You must have left Paris very early, or driven very 
fast,” she remarked. He lifted his smooth brown brows 
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as answer and turned the page, to find the next as black 
with written emendations as the first had been. He 
made a face. She felt a little sorry for him. “It has 
seemed to me,” she said p^catingly, “that you would 
really do better to write more colloquially — I don’t think 
you know how good your spoken English is. If you 
would write as you speak ” 

“But one can’t write a serious historical work in col- 
loquial English!” he protested. There was a sound of 
running footsteps approaching. Only Louise of all the 
household ran in that upright, modest, seemly fashion, 
with heels scuffing along the floor at every step. She 
came in out of breath. “The fire,” said Yves. The fire 
had gone out, but it was newly laid and needed only a 
match touched to it. Isabel had an indignant desire to 
speak, but she did not. Louise was returning to the 
door. “And bring me, please, something to eat — 
coffee, toast, something, anything, quickly.” Isabel 
looked at him involuntarily, doubting him; the fire, not 
his breakfast, ought to have been the afterthought. But 
he was staring again at the blackened page. Louise de- 
parted, breaking into a run as soon as she was on the 
other side of the door, and Yves took off his leather coat 
and tossed it, with his gloves, on a delicate yellow bro- 
cade chair. Then he went to pick it up again. “I’ve 
brought you a present,” he said, taking out of one of the 
pockets a flat black tin* of English cigarettes and drop- 
ping the coat once more. “When a theft is inevitable, 
why not save the thief from further blackening his soul, 

or her soul, by ” But when he opened the tin that 

he had left on his table before, to give point to his re- 
mark, he saw that the bottom layer in it had not been 
touched. “I see. . . .” He looked discomfited; he 
frowned. “But whose cigarettes have you been smoking 
all this time, then, since you haven’t been smoking 
mine?” 

“The rest of my own, and some of my father’s.” 

“He has acknowledged you?” he said mockingly, con- 
fidently. 
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“We’ve not gone within a hundred miles of that 
truth,” Isabel said, “and I never shall, till I’m invited 
to. I only said that because I wanted to hear myself 
saying the word for once.” 

“How touching.” 

“Is it not? But one tries in vain to keep one’s touch- 
ing aspects a secret always.” 

He smiled undecidedly. Louise came in with a tray. 
“By the fire,” he told her, “and you might bring an- 
other cup.” 

This was friendliness indeed, and Isabel was half 
tempted to ignore the hardship for Louise of another 
run to the distant pantry, but she said, “I don’t want 
coffee, thank you.” 

“Never mind,” he said, waving Louise away. He sat 
down. “Ah, the threadbare linen of Ferrongalles,” he 
murmured, laying the napkin across his knees. “And 
the good simple food of Ferrongalles. ... I dined last 
night on salmon from Scotland and reindeer steak. . . . 
Sit down. Over here. I can’t talk to people unless I 
can see their faces. I want to tell you something about 
myself.” 

“What an unusual man you are,” she said, sitting 
down in the chair on the other side of the hearth, facing 
him. 

He smiled. 

“I want to admit to you that«I am rather spoiled. Is 
that so unusual?” he said, beginning to eat with a certain 
rude, absent-minded gusto that reminded her of the 
Duke. “But perhaps it is. How impossible to keep one- 
self out of the ruts of life !” 

“Not that you mind,” she said maliciously. “You 
know that you occupy your ruts with a difference.” 

He really seemed to miss the malice of that, which was 
amazing. “Well,” he said, making a deprecating ges- 
ture, and then he looked at her seriously. “I think you 
understand me a little. . . . And in my turn I under- 
stand you.” 

She felt that he did, that he saw clearly how she was 
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trying to distract herself and him with a side-show of 
impudence that was getting her nowhere, how she was 
foolishly trying to evade a fact that she ought to face at 
once, because it had to be faced. “That doesn’t speak well 
for you,” she said with bitterness. “But I suppose you’ve 
come across a good many like me in your varied life.” 

“.Oh, why dislike yourself?” he said, genuinely con- 
cerned. “You are what life has made you \you aren’t to 
blame for what life has done, and I think in any case 
there is much to admire, perhaps. Be a friend to your- 
self,” he said vehemently. “Always be a friend to your- 
seif.” 

There was silence, and in the silence the snapping of 
the busy fire and the chirping of a sparrow on the sunny 
stone ledge of a window. Then the bird flew up and its 
shadow flew aslant across the floor. “Did you find me a 
job?” she said. 

He set his cup down with a little clash and stood up, 
wiping his lips with the napkin and then dropping it 
carelessly into the butter and the marmalade. “You 
may breathe again. I’ve been far too busy with my own 
affairs to give that matter any attention at all.” He 
picked up his leather coat and began putting it on. 
‘‘And now I must go to His Grace the Duke, who has 
been waiting for me all this time in that little hole of an 
office, arranging his precious evidence. . . . No, he will 
simply have to put up. with you a while longer. And 
why should he not? Surely he can spare me that, at 
least. ...” He pressed his thin lips together pettishly, 
like a hurt child. 

“You’ve already seen him?” she said, and her heart 
sank. 

“Briefly.” 

“You talked about me?” 

“No. I had other things to talk of. You must arrange 
things for yourself. You must fight your own battles. I 
have no time for them.” 

“I didn’t mean that — I just wondered if he’d . . . 
said anything.” 
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He understood her and looked at her resentfully. “So 
that you could prepare to obey? So meek, so docile! 
But, with me ” 

“I know, but I told you why that was,” she said, 
flushing. “I was scared. But I’ve never wanted to make 
trouble for him; I didn’t come here for that.” 

“But you were willing to make as much trouble for 
me as possible. Well, of course, he is a duke,” said Yves 
with a sigh, and he seemed to speak his simple thought, 
without irony. Dukes were to be respected. 

“It isn’t that,” she protested. “I wouldn’t want to 
make trouble for him, in any case. Why should I?” 

“If he seduced your mother ” 

“But I think she probably seduced him ,” said Isabel 
boldly. 

He stared at her. “You embarrass me! Such ideas 
should not be in your innocent head,” he said, and he 
really did look uncomfortable, which disconcerted her 
as much as did his steady, speculative stare. “You are 
odd,” he said suddenly. “You make me wonder what 
your life has been, your experiences. . . .You are — how 
old?” 

“Twenty-one.” 

“And capable of such notions?” 

“I interest you,” she said, oppressed. 

“Yes, rather. . . . It’s strange, as a family we’ve pro- 
duced rather fine men on occasion, but never before a 
beautiful woman. . . . Never before. . . . All you need 
is a little more confidence, a little more assurance. . . . 
Well, you need not stop here; if I want you I can send 
for you. But don’t forget your cigarettes,” he said, hand- 
ing her the black tin with a little mocking bow before 
going off in a great hurry. ' ■ 

She set the tin on the desk again and walked back and 
forth in the room along the windows, her arms folded, 
thinldng the thoughts that Yves had unintentionally 
put into her head. ,He had made her seem to herself a 
spineless worm, crawling and submissive when she 
should have been proudly demanding; and he had made 
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her distrust her instincts, which is a distrust that makes 
the earth dissolve under one’s feet. He had brought 
with him the odour of Paris — society, busy gaiety, and 
serious accomplishment — apd it had made her wonder 
what on earth she was doing here, where no one ever 
came, and where she had no future. His compliments 
had been as unsettling as his contempt. She had an 
obscure fear that he might be making fun of her — the 
idea of beauty can turn on such a hair’s edge of dif- 
ference. Miserably uncertain, doubting and despising 
herself, she walked back and forth through the long rect- 
angles of sunlight until she alarmed herself by putting 
her fists up to her temples in a gesture of despair beyond 
endurance. Then she tried to compose herself; she took 
a cigarette from the case in her pocket and lit it, and 
looked out at the view of fields and hills beyond the 
river, quiet under the winter morning sun. Finally she 
opened the glass doors and went out on the terrace. 

It was a cold day, but the terrace caught the thin 
warmth of the winter sun and made the most of it; and 
the sharpness of the air brought reality back into the 
world. While she leaned with folded arms on the balus- 
trade, a sheet of paper floated past her face at a slant 
and was drawn inward by a draught to land on the 
stone floor. It was a fine, clean rectangle of white paper. 
She picked it up and turned it over and saw a rambling, 
confused, incoherent drawing, not so much one drawing 
as many drawings mingled, delicate sketches drawn with 
the light point of a very sharp pencil. Then she heard a 
mutter overhead and the noise of a sash window closing. 
It sounded as if the paper had blown out by accident 
and to someone’s annoyance, and so, expecting it to be 
come for, she walked with it towards the farther door. 
Vaguely in her mind, in that small part of it unoccupied 
by ner thoughts of herself, she had an idea that some 
young architect or artist was being shown about by 
Amaud’s wife, because most of the drawing consisted of 
unrelated architectural details. But she heard a noise 
behind her and turned. 
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There came into sight through the glass doors a 
strange creature, a short, strong old man with a smooth, 
hairless face and something odd about his sweetly smil- 
ing mouth, dressed like a servant in hoary black and 
coming towards her with a servant’s deference, holding 
out his hand for the paper as he fixed on her the apolo- 
getic gaze of the most speaking eyes she had ever seen — 
limpid, brown, innocent — and alive and responsive in a 
way that made words unnecessary. “Oh, you have it!” 
they said. “Thank you! Who are you? Nevermind, I 
see that you belong here. It is all right.” He took the 
paper from her, bowed his head, and went back the way 
he had come, and she somehow could not offend those 
vulnerable eyes with idle questions. 

In himself he was not frightening, but she was in a 
state of mind where anything unexpected is upsetting, 
and she turned again and walked on towards the farther 
door, feeling a resurgence of undefined doubts. She 
went through the anteroom into the hall, and out on to 
the cascade of shallow steps, cold to the bone now that 
she was away from the sun. She could see her breath in 
the still air. « 

Yves and the Duke tv ere coming through the stable- 
yard archway, walking well apart and out of step, 
muttering at each other as they came. She went to 
meet them, and all her doubts had vanished utterly. 
She had a sense of such security and ease that she could 
have laughed aloud at what she had just then been 
feeling. She believed in her instinct again, she knew that 
she had come here to make a beginning from which she 
could go out into the world as people should go, with 
something solid and safe behind tnem. Her future was not 
here, only the foundation stone. But she had been right to 
come, and she was right to stay — if she could manage it. 

They all met at the canopied fountain, and Yves said 
consolingly to her, “Never mind. I have pleaded hard 
for you, after all, and his instinct of protection is well 
developed. It is his weak point.” He spoke so lightly 
that she was sure he had received some help with his 
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problems; the strain had lessened; he had resigned him- 
self; he saw his way clear now. She turned blankly to 
the Duke, who moved, his hand impatiently and 
frowned. She realized thfat he had indeed brought up 
the question of the job in Paris, which meant mat he 
was still anxious to be rid of her. She had expected that, 
but it was still a blow. “Your claim on him ” 

“I make no claim on him!” she said miserably. 

“But you have one,” said the Duke slowly, clasping 
his hands behind his back and staring thoughtfully 
downward. “I admit it. I do not mean to evade my 
responsibilities in this ” 

It was a sentence that was going to end in “but”, and 
she did not want to hear him say it. “But I make no 
claim; do you understand?” she said, staring at him till 
he looked up and then meeting his eyes with all the 
honesty and forthrightness that it was in her power to 
express; and Yves laughed. But the Duke turned away, 
withdrawing into himself. 

Then Yves called, “Good morning!” and Isabel 
glanced over her shoulder to see Jeanne de Varaisne in 
her long black habit coming through the other arch, 
with C6phise eager beside her. 

Ctephise broke into a gallop, reared up on her hind 
legs before Yves, and rested her front paws lightly 
against him, laughing up into his face. He was annoyed. 
“Yes, good dog,” he* said, and Jeanne said quickly, 
“Down, C^phise, down, down — Yves, I am astonished; 
when I saw your car, I could not believe, at that 
hour How long will you stay?” 

“I don’t know,” he said, brushing himself. 

“And, Mathieu, you were to meet me at the 
GrSles ” 

“We can go now,” said the Duke. “Oh, I have some- 
thing for you,” he said to Isabel, taking a letter out of 
an inner pocket and handing it to her. It felt warm for a 
fleeting instant. “And I nave a horrible confession; 
it came yesterday, and you must forgive me for forget- 
ting it till now Oh, sorry, was it important?” 
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“No,” she said, “and it’s taken its time getting here, 
anyway.” It was ill-directed, and it had been mis-sent 
here and there; the envelope was all marked up and 
shabby with handling. “I think it’s from Mr Dol- 
phin. . . 

“Oh, yes, Henry Dolphin,” said Yves to the Duke, 
with a sidelong glance at Isabel, “to whom you owe so 
much. . . .” The sharp irony hung in the air. It seemed 
dangerous to stir a finger. 

Then the Duke said, “Your nose is red and your 
hands must be ice. Take my gloves.” He pulled them 
off and handed them to her. She did not look trium- 
phantly at Yves, but she would have liked to. This a 
little made up for her father’s desire to see her go. She 
was always ready to make the most of favourable 
trifles. 

She put one worn, faded glove on; it received her 
hand with hollow warmth; and then she pulled it off. 
“But you’ll need them,” she said, “if you’re riding out.” 

“So I shall!” he said, and hq burst out laughing — odd 
behaviour, but she understood it. He was laughing at 
futility, enjoying it. -He could at moments look down 
at himself as if he were a child playing childish games 
and fondly love that child. “Go inside at once, then,” 
he said, taking the gloves that she held out to him, “and 
sit by the fire and read your letter. ...” It was so 
kindly said that she had to glance at Yves and make sure 
he had heard. He had heard; he was watching with a 
curious expression on his face. “Jeanne?” said the 
Duke. 

“In a moment?” said Jeanne. He walked away with 
his long, slow strides. “Yves,” she said anxiously, “how 
does it go with you?” 

“I shall have to sell a Cezanne and the Seurat,” he 
said. “At least.” 

“Oh, what a pity!” 

“What do you know of it, how have you heard?” 

She hesitated, and Isabel moved away and began to 
make much of C^phise, who was still suffering from the 
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rebuff that Yves had given her, but she only pretended 
not to listen. “Cdcile wrote me.” 

“They are all laughing at me,” he murmured 
gloomily. '■>, 

“No! C^cile did not.” 

“It’s funny enough.” 

“Yves, if I might help, as much as I can ” she 

began, but he interrupted her quite fiercely. 

“It would not be enough. It would not help at all. 
Don’t irritate me!” 

“And he cannot help you?” 

“Not enough,” he said. “The Seurat will certainly 
have to go. . . . He is waiting for you.” 

“Yes ” 

C6phise heard that and grew tense, but she was too 
courteous to pull away. “All right, go then,” Isabel 
said, letting her go. 

Jeanne went off towards the stable yard with Cephise 
trotting beside her, Isabel walked with Yves towards the 
house, across hard, withered lawn and noisy gravel and 
under the arch to cold, hard stone. She hunted uneasily 
for something to say, and noticed again a row of pointed 
windows at the south end of this courtyard. “Is that a 
chapel?” she asked. 

“It was,” he said. He appeared to be quite uncon- 
cerned by his recent rudeness to Jeanne. “I thought 
Mathieu had forgotten how to laugh. You are clever 
to make him laugh.” 

But she did not want to discuss that subject with him; 
he might quickly spoil her pleasure in it. “I was stand- 
ing on the terrace after you left,” she said to divert 
him, “and a paper with drawings on it floated down, 
and a very strange old man came to fetch it. Who is 
he?” 

“Ah, you have met Cousin Bamab6*s servant! What 
did you think of him?” 

“Does he live here? Bamab6?” She was astounded. 

“All his life, almost. But he is a recluse now; he sees 
no one. Many years ago, poor chap, he had a great 
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blow . . . and as a result he has retired from the world 
. . .” They went into the intense chill of the entrance 
hall and through to the passage. “He lives in the top- 
storey rooms above the terrace and takes his exercise 
among the chimneys and lanterns. . . .” They turned 
to the right past the staircase and through the empty 
rooms. “He sees only the family, and however much 
you make Mathieu laugh, I do not think he will ever 
introduce you to Cousin Barnab£.” 

That hurt her, as it was meant to do; that foolishly 
hurt her. “Do you see him?” 

“It is of course one of my chief reasons for coming 
here, to spend an hour or two in pleasant conversation 
with Cousin Barnabe. . . . What did you think of his 
servant? Did he make your soul crawl?” Yves asked 
with sudden passion. 

“No,” she said, surprised. “Why should he?” 

“He never speaks. He has something wrong with his 
palate, he can make only uncouth sounds, and so he 
chooses to make no sound at all. And he has never 
grown a beard. He is a monster,” said Yves. “What do 
you think of a man who lives retired from this lovely 
world, with only a monster to serve him?” 

They had passed through the bare rooms and were 
entering his study, where silken curtains were festooned 
in folds as pure and crisp as if fashioned of beaten gold, 
where sunlight fell across the cleamy, pale-flowered 
rug and glittered on little ornaments. The fire was 
leaping high. “I pity him,” she said. 

“Yes, I pity him too. ... I pity all recluses. ... I 
do. Though at times,” he went on, taking off his coat, 
and speaking almost in a whisper, “I could envy 
them!” He laughed softly. 

He was not speaking to her, but on impulse she said 
to him, standing with her back to the fire and her cold 
hands tucked under her arms, “What is this trouble 
you’re in? A woman?” 

He turned to look at her in astonishment, and his 
handsome face flushed again. “What sort of upbringing 
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have you had, to ask such a question? You make me 
blush for you,” he said, but then he laughed, and she 
helplessly laughed too. 

‘‘I only wanted to krifcw.” 

“And so you only asked. And would you be not at all 
shocked if I answered, Yes, a woman, and it is her hus- 
band that acts for her in these threats and demands?** 

After a moment she said, “No, that shocks me.” 

“That it does not me,” he said daintily, taking and 
lighting a cigarette. “They see their chance ana take 
it, that’s all, as anyone would — as you have done.” He 
clicked the lighter shut, dropped it in his pocket, and 
leaned back on the edge of the table, his ankles crossed, 
his arms folded, frowning down over his shoulder at his 
bescribbled manuscript. 

“And that’s not fair; that’s a filthy thing to say!” 

He looked up quickly. “I wasn’t condemning you, 
Isabel — it’s the way of the world,” he said, surprised. 
“But it’s as true of you as of anyone. Chance may have 
brought you here, but you’ve been doing your best to 
take advantage of that bit of luck ever since. Even if 
you’re still a bit too much the youthful idealist to make 
your demands in terms of hard cash, that doesn’t make 
you any the less an opportunist.” 

She sat down in the chair where she had been sitting 
earlier that day, feeling blank and cold and tired. 
“Yes,” she said. “Qtfite true.” 

“Because, if you really want nothing, you would 
simply go away.” Then he laughed a little, not un- 
kindly. “Funny. Even at this distance I can feel your 
resistance to that notion. You grip the floor with your 
toes, I think; in an instant you become a leech, clinging 
and clinging — how is it one makes a leech let go? A 
pinch of salt, isn’t it?” he said, coming to sit in the chair 
opposite hers. He crossed his long legs and waggled one 
foot idly and looked perfectly relaxed and easy. “Salt 
on a bird’s tail to make it stay, and salt on a leech to 
make it go. Fiction and fact. What I ask myself is, 
Wouldn’t you feel a bit prouder of yourself as a wild 
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bird tempted with baits than as a leech clinging where 
you aren’t wanted?” 

“He still doesn’t want me here?” 

“Of course he doesn’t want you here. He has been 
begging me to take you off his hands somehow, to take 
you back with me to Paris and find something for you 
there — he doesn't want to see you starving and home- 
less, he feels his responsibility, but he would like very 
much to see you happily established somewhere 

else Did you expect something different, my poor 

Isabel ? Does this hurt you ? Did you think you had won 
him over? . . . You don’t understand the man at all. 
Even if you could awaken paternal feelings in him — and 
that would be difficult enough in itself. . . .” He smiled 
a rueful, musing smile. “I’ve known him all my life; we 
grew up together, he and I and Barnabe were like 
brothers. I’ve seen him falling in and out of love all my 
life, and he has a strangely simple heart in such mat- 
ters. . . . He went into each affair completely, whole- 
heartedly, holding nothing back — and then emerged 
from it intact when it was over for him, laughing at him- 
self for having been so absorbed, totally disregardful of 
consequences, untouched by them. I think that makes 
him far more a libertine than I am,” said Yves with a 
faint blush once again colouring his large forehead. But 
his eyes were steadfast, and his buzzing voice did not 
waver. “Is this too plain-speakirfg for you? But you 
ought to realize, and soon, what you’re trying to deal 
with. How can such a man accept or even understand 
fatherhood when it’s thrust on him twenty-one years 
late, long after any emotion that may have existed has 
been quite forgotten? You have probably been think- 
ing of him, or of the idea of him, all your life, Isabel; 
but he has not been thinking of you. . . . But that’s only 
a minor part of it. That’s the least important, almost. 

If that were all ! If he were only himself, unwarped, 

untwisted, it might be possible to come to an arrangement 
with him, a fair and sane arrangement, without much 
sentiment, but fair and sane. ...” 

”9 



“What are you getting at now?” 

“I shan't say another word,” he said quietly. “Just 
use your eyes, and use ,.vour head. Let that reasonable 
mind of yours digest your observations. Look at this 
room. It’s a lovely room, is it not? I furnished it. It’s 
a large and prosperous estate, and well managed, too, 
"and look at the way he lives, look at the clothes he 
wears. ...” 

There passed through her mind a few crooked 
images — Bamabe the recluse shut away from the world 
with a strange old man; Jeanne de Varaisne stubbornly 
mourning a fat man who did not like to have his pic- 
ture taken; her father’s sociable nature and solitary 
life 

“Yes,” said Yves, watching her steadily, but the faint 
inevitable colouring of triumph in his voice, which only 
acknowledged her response to his words, made her turn 
away in blind revolt. 

“It’s not true; nothing you’ve said is true!” she cried. 
But what it was that was not true, she did not know. 
She did not look at it, she did not want to see it. “He 
does have a heart, he does — a far better heart than yours ; 
and he’s honest and brave, he tells the truth and faces 
things ; and he’s kind ! He is ! Far, far kinder than you ; 
I think you’re only jealous of him, hinting such things 
behind his back! Jealous of him!” 

The expression of patient attention on his face did not 
change. “Perhaps I am,” he said gravely. “And per- 
haps I am only disturbed to see that you are falling in 
love with him, Isabel, as no daughter should ever fall in 
love with her father.” 

She stood up; he stood up too, warily; and she struck 
him across the face as hard as she could with the heel of 
her hand and went from the room with her wrist so 
achingly numb from the force of the blow that she 
feared she might have sprained it. She was at first too 
much appalled to be affected ; pacing swiftly and indig- 
nantly along through empty rooms that echoed her foot- 
steps, she thought of his words as flung stones that had 
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luckily missed their aim. She did not see that they were 
not stones, but a poisoned mist that could not fail in its 
purpose, till she met Louise in the passage and found her- 
self mushing to the eyes for no reason at all. 

Louise noticed the blush and stared curiously. Isabel 
ran past her to the stairs, taking by instinct the newel 
end of the steps, and so tripping on one of the hollowed 
edges and scraping her knee badly. But she stumbled on 
upwards and into her room and closed the door. 

It is a very terrible thing to discover that slurring lies 
and wicked misconceptions can have any weight at all; 
and nothing can give one a greater sensation of helpless- 
ness than the pressure of their unjust weight. She felt 

E enetrated by the ugly wickedness of the world; she 
ated life so much that she had to hate herself, too, be- 
cause she was alive. But this black anguish did not last 
very long. Hardly aware that she had got past the worst 
of it, she was soon examining her knee, which had bled, 
and her stocking, which was all ladders, and then the 
natural thing to do was to bathe her knee and change 
her stocking, which done, she looked at her watch and 
saw that it was getting on towards lunch time. 

Her wrist ached now and felt lame, but it worked. 
Henry’s letter crackled in her pocket. She took it out 
and sat down by the comforting fire with it, putting her 
feet up on the low stone kerbing. Then she began to feel 
defiled all over again by what 'Yves had said, and it 
seemed in some queer way that she would bring Henry 
on the scene of this ugliness if she read his letter, and so 
she had to put off reading it a little longer, till the tur- 
moil of her feelings had died down again like a retreat- 
ing thunderstorm. 

Getting a letter was an event for her then, and she felt 
a little extra bitterness towards Yves because he had 
spoiled her pleasure in this one. Henry had written it 
by hand, and from his flat in St James’s Street, not the 
office. It was short and peculiar. “Dear Miss Regan,”, 
it said, “Miss Small’s little excursion evidently proved 
as exciting for her as I had hoped — she is blushingly 
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mum on every aspect of it but the professional one. 
Meanwhile I am being driven quietly mad by your suc- 
cessor, who appears to have a defective windpipe — she 
says ahem at me all day long, aij,d half the time it means 
nothing. How could you? Seriously, I rather miss you, 
really. But quite apart from that I hope I haven’t got 
you into anything that may prove awkward? Don’t feel 
bound to stay. Dear Yves doesn’t deserve it. If the 
situation doesn’t shape up, come back and we shall find 
something else for you. Yours, Henry.” There was a 
postscript. “I mean this.” And in a separate line 
below that, “I really do.” And below that, “Oh, 
God!” 

It was all Henry in one of his oddest moods. He could 
dictate fluent, charming, amusing letters that said ex- 
actly what he intended to say to old friends and familiar 
enemies, but she had watched him often enough tie him- 
self into knots, inexplicably, over other letters — to 
friends who had offended him or to literary women he 
was briefly rather taken with. This was not the same 
sort of thing, but she supposed that writing to an ex- 
secretary for whose present difficult situation one was 
responsible would not be easy for anyone, least of all for 
him. It sounded, in fact, like a desperate fourth draft 
condensed out of other versions and sent off in haste on 
the theory that it would have to do because he could do 
no more. For hours afterwards he must have re-read it 
in his thoughts and turned cold. But whether the signa- 
ture had been calculated or a slip of the pen, she could 
not tell. 

It took her far from the castle for a welcome few 
minutes; she saw things more clearly afterwards. She 
saw in Yves’s ugly accusations not only a revelation of 
his decadence but also a plain desire to drive her away. 
He had always wanted to get rid of her; now he more 
particularly wanted to get her out of the castle and away 
from his cousin, as if it displeased him very much to see 
how close and pleasant her relations with the Duke were 
becoming, as if he felt himself being crowded out of a 
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place he thought his own, and did not like it, and so was 
resolved to change the situation somehow. 

His new enmity was alarming enough, and his sug- 
gestions had had their effect — not his insinuation about 
her feelings, because that was too mad and bad even to 
be thought about, but his hints of avarice. She was 
haunted by the shabbiness of everything. The fabric of 
the very chair she sat in was threadbare over the arms. 
But Henry’s concern made her feel less friendless and 
unimportant, and his slighting reference to Yves had put 
Yves in a larger perspective that made him shrink in 
stature. And she could summon up a picture of the 
Duke — his gaiety and humour, his warm kindness, his 
sincerity, and the respect that his servants felt for him — 
that reflected a light almost noble on the austere habits 
of the house. Holding that picture before her as a shield, 
she was able to return defiantly to Yves’s room. He had 
to be shown at once that he had failed. 

She approached the study too briskly to hear any- 
thing but the sound of her own footsteps, but as she 
opened the door and saw him- at the table and said, 
“Have you decided what you want me to do now with 
the manuscript?” she knew that her voice was falling in 
air already in motion with voices, and she looked to see 
who else was there, and saw her father standing by the 
fire. He was in no pleasant mood. He looked harassed 
and irresolute, tired and angry. * 

Yves gave her a pale glance. There was actually a 
visible bruise on the side of his jaw. “Oh, you might 
make a fair copy of this, if you please, incorporating 
your emendations — I find your handwriting quite bar- 
barous. . . . That is, if you can use the typewriter? Is 
your hand recovered?” 

“Have you hurt yourself?” the Duke asked grudgingly*. 

“She has swatted an insect with her hand.” 

“An itisect?” 

“What she thought was an insect.” 

“Oh,” said the Duke, startled. “Well, come to 
lunch.” 
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Yves left for Paris soon after lunch, and Isabel re- 
joiced that he was gone. As soon as the Rolls had roared 
away down the cobbled ramp, she went to the estate 
office in the south-east comer pf the stable yard. She 
found it to be a dusty, dreary roorn of moderate size, with 
no view but of the stable yard itself, heated by a round 
black stove the chimney of which went out through a 
windpw that had been masked with sheet-iron. It was 
furnished with a desk, a table, a few chairs, and some 
file-cases. Above the table hung a large square faded 
map, which the Duke and another man — a tenant, she 
supposed — were studying as she came in. 

They turned, and their expressions were the same, the 
mindless look of people who have not yet succeeded in 
bringing their thoughts to meet the interruption. It was 
odd to see the same look on two such different faces — 
one gnarled and brown, all shrewd wrinkles and ob- 
stinate lines; the other dark and wearily handsome. 
Then impatience came into the Duke’s eyes, and amaze- 
ment into the eyes of the other man, whom she had not 
seen before, and who had not seen her. He glanced 
frankly from her to the Duke, and then he looked 

annoyingly wise. “Don’t let me interrupt ” she 

muttered, feeling that her coming had been a serious 
mistake, and they turned back to the map and con- 
tinued their conference, which did not last long. The 
old man departed with a last inquisitive stare as he 
passed her; the Duke made a free gesture with the hand 
that held a cigarette and waited, frowning. 

It was hot and stuffy in the room, and the air was 
blue with smoke. She blinked and said, “I’ve been 
wondering — isn’t there something I might do for you 
here?” 

“Oh?” he said, astonished. 

“Surely there’s something ” 

“Haven’t you work to do for my cousin?” 

“But that wouldn’t take much time. . . . He’s gone 
back to Paris, you know.” 

He did know that, but he said, “ Has he? But not 
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for ever. He will be back.” He sighed. “He will be 
back.” 

“I thought there might be something I could do for 
you here. . . .” 

“Did you??’ he said from the depths of one of his dark, 
inattentive humours — but she had -never before felt 
herself so closely studied. 

“Something useful. . . . There’s surely something. 

. . . ” He moved his shoulders uncomfortably. “Any- 
thing at all, anything humdrum and tiresome. . . .” He 
shook his head. All her emotion broke free. “Oh, but 
he’s been so appallingly unpleasant — please! You don’t 
know how I feel! I don’t want to work on his book — I 
don’t want anything to do with him ! Mr Dolphin said 
in his letter, ‘Come back if things aren’t pleasant,’ and 
God knows they aren’t; only I don’t want to go — but I 
will if you tell me to. All you have to do is tell me to go, 
and I will. I mean it.” 

“If I should say, Now, and have the car brought out 
to take you to the station? Now, this minute?” 

“Yes,” she said, feeling suspended over dizzy space. 

He laughed, and she plummeted an inch or two to 
solid earth. She did not know at all what he was think- 
ing. He sighed and yawned and rubbed his hands over 
his face, and then he gave her some work to do, some 
very tedious, discouraging work. It was the itemizing 
of a thick stack of receipted bills*on the proper pages of 
an account book. She strained her eyes doing it Decause 
she felt she ought to copy accurately not only the figures, 
but also the shapes of the figures, so that the account 
book would be in a uniform style, and it was finicking 
work, learning to make graceful, long-tailed nines and 
stroked sevens and fours in which the L-shaped bit came 
exactly to touch, but not to overlap the straight stroke. 
The sun went down red in the west, and he pumped up 
a couple of lamps and lighted them, and they added 
their fumes of hot metal and oil to air that already 
smelled of dozens of things— dust, old paper, smoke, 
barnyard, wool, musty wood, old leather. Horses' 
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hooves and footsteps and voices echoed outside in the 
cold dusk. 

At last he said politely, “Have you enjoyed your- 
self?” 

She closed the book on the unentered bills and got up 
to put her coat on. She did not like to answer Yes, ana 
she coydd not truthfully have said No. He put out the 
lamps and opened the door, and they went out. He 
locked the door behind him. The night was cold and 
clean; there were stars in the sky. As she walked beside 
him through the arch, she said abruptly, “Did you ask 
him to take me to Paris?” and her voice rever Derated 
against the stones — “Paris, aris, aris. . . .” 

They came into the central courtyard, a pallor of 
colonnades roofed over by a rich blue sky brilliant with 
stars, and their footsteps were now soundless on dead 
grass. “I did, yes . . .” he said indecisively. “I sug- 
gested that. You don’t seem to care for the idea. He 
didn’t, either, to be frank.” 

“Turn me out if you like; but not in his custody, if 
you please. I’d rather starve than have anything to do 
with him. I’d rather starve. If I can’t stay here, if I’m 
such a loathsome thing you can’t bear to have me here, 
I’ll go; but not with him, not with him ” 

“Oh, do stop this,” he said irritably. “You’re only 
tired and — and silly. So am I. Don’t make melodrama. 
And don’t quarrel with him. Don’t lose your temper 
again. Control yourself. And don’t be hysterical; it’s so 
boring.” 

“Please,” she said, choked by despair. She could not 
seem to take the right tack with him ever. “Oh, 
please. . . .” 

“Please what?” he said, stopping by the well. He was 
a tall shadow of substantial darkness in the starlight, 
nothing more. Beyond him, far away and high above, 
the frail, dark plumes of leafless poplars were delicately 
traced against the rich blue sky. “What do you want?” 
he said less sharply. 

She looked round at the pale colonnades, the dark 
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blurs of windows, the high, strong roof-tops that had 
sheltered the same family for so long, that had lasted 
so well. “Just to stay here for a little while.” 

“A little while?” 

“Just a little while. Till I ... till I get to know you a 
little better. If you don’t mind.” 

“A worthy ambition,” he said ironically. “Admir- 
able, in fact, but ” He thought it over, an4 she 

waited, feeling that his mood was changing and that 
there was some hope for her, after all. “But why not, 
then? We’re all agreed. Because I rather like to have 
you here, myself, Isabeau, Isabel, when you’re good.” 

“I could fall on my knees,” she said. “And I will be 
good.” 

There was silence, and then he laughed, which was 
not exactly the response she had expected, but she did 
not exactly feel rebuffed by it. “Oh, some day,” he 
said, “some sad day you will learn not to be so open, so 
incautious . . . and then again,” he went on, moving 
on, but walking very slowly, “in some ways you are not 
open enough. I think you know what I mean, what’s 
on my mind. . . .” But she did not. After' waiting for 
an answer, he said with some hesitation, “What I mean 
is that this is surely not your only refuge in a difficult 
world ... an obvious and natural refuge, yes, I’m not 
denying that, but surely not the only one?” 

“It isn’t a refuge I want ’* 

“No, no, no, that isn’t what I mean. I realize you did 
not come here in flight. But have you felt no — no 

curiosity, no interest in Not that it would have 

accomplished anything,” he added quickly and, it 
seemed, conciliatingly, as if weakly — by his own stan- 
dards — trying to prevent her from saying what he did 
not want to near. “The family’s dispersed, years ago. 
The men of it never came back from the war, and the 
mother’s dead, and the sister married and went away 
. . . perhaps you’ve been in touch with her.” 

“No,” said Isabel, beginning to understand. “I never 
wanted to know them.” He stopped and waited. “I 
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knew my mother,” she said, “and so I’ve never hoped 
for anything from them. I knew what they must be — 
they made her.” 

“I see,” he said coolly, doubtfully. 

“Oh, you don’t! Oh, I know,” she said, her voice 
rising in bitterness. “You despise me for not being loyal 
to her, and generous, but you don’t know. . . . Would 
I haye wanted to come here if I had loved her? Except 
to revenge her somehow? . . . But not to be friends. . . . 
She hated me, and I hated her, and I can’t say any- 
thing good about her, there’s nothing good to say!” 
But that denial reproached her at once, sharply, and she 
mumbled with remorse. “No, there are a few good 
things to say; but I won’t say them. Don’t laugh!” 

“It isn’t very comical, you know.” 

“But you were going to laugh.” 

“God help me, I was,” he said, walking on again. 
“But I understand, now. It’s all right. Never mind. 
There is no need to talk of these things again. I don’t 
want to know any more.” They entered the cold hall 
and went through to the passage, where the hanging 
lamp by the staircase was lighted. It swayed slightly in 
a draught, swinging the shadows of its brass grillwork 
over stone floor and walls. He took her hand and turned 
it palm up and held his own, palm up, beside it. “Hon- 
est toil,” he said, “or so they call it. . . .” Both palms 
were darkened with the fine black dust that collects on 
papers. And both palms were alike, long and narrow, 
with long fingers and long, tapering thumbs. She did 
not look at him. “Odd, isn’t it?” he said. “Heredity. 
...” And then he put his hand on her shoulder and 
pushed her lightly towards the stairs. “Go and wash.” 
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4 

Isabel answered Henry’s letter late that evening, sit- 
ting by the fire in her room with a block of paper .she 
had got from Jeanne de Varaisne, and she found it 
difficult because there was so much that she could have 
said and so little that she wanted to say; she had to pick 
her way past immensities with every sentence. Finally 
she covered two-thirds of a sheet with half-truths, 
folded the envelope of his letter and tucked it into the 
envelope of hers, so that he would see why he had had 
no answer before, and went to bed to lie uneasily wake- 
ful for some time. 

Once again she felt that she should be happy, but was 
not, and the trouble was that everything was counter- 
balanced, good things precariously taking the weight of 
bad things, kindnesses serving, With nothing to spare, 
to keep her from being oppressed by cruelties, anxieties 
annulling the force of jo;, i. Even Henry, far away in 
London, had his place in the tangle of stays and counter- 
weights that spared her the heaviness of enmity but also 
deprived her of the solid support of good will. When she 
slept, she dreamed of standing ffense and motionless, 
longing to run, but afraid to move, in a ro6m overhung 
with swaying solidities dangerously interlinked, so that 
the parting of a thread might start a shift in balances 
that would bring everything crashing down on her. 
She did not sleep well. 

The next morning, when she went into Yves’s study 
for the first time since his departure, she found on a 
comer of the table the black tin of cigarettes, his little 
gold lighter, and a note that said, “For Isabel.” Finely 
picked out in bright enamels on the side of the lighter 
was a tiny replica of the coat of arms of the house. It 
was clever of nim to hit upon the one peace offering that 
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could have tempted her. He had said unforgivable 
things, and she did not want to have anything to do with 
him, but she had the lighter in her hand before she 
could think, and once it wa&in her hand she imagined 
using it in the future when she was out in the world 
again, and people would say, What a pretty lighter! and 
she would say. Yes, isn’t it? My cousin gave it me. . . . 
She said aloud, “Oh, how pathetic you are,” and put it 
down again. 

The amended manuscript lay on the table; the type- 
writer stood ready beside it; on the hearth the fire was 
laid and ready to be lighted. She did not quite know 
what to do with herself. She had resolved to work no 
more on Yves’s book, to separate herself completely from 
his affairs; she had even looked forward to the displeas- 
ure he would feel when he next came back and found 
himself deserted by her, with everything just as he had 
left it. But the morning stretched long and empty 
before her. 

The top drawer of the table was open an inch or two; 
and it resisted when she tried to push it neatly shut. She 
opened it farther and found a sheaf of paper wedging it 
— another manuscript, apparently — and she remembered 
then his hesitation over this drawer when Daphne was 
there, and wondered if he had wanted to show this 
manuscript, too, and why he had decided not to. She 
sat down to put the drawer in order so that there would 
be room for the manuscript, and read the first twenty 
pages of it with some curiosity. It was a novel, or part 
of a novel, written in short, elaborate sentences and 
rich, breathless phrases chiefly punctuated by triple 
dots. It began at a ball; there were swarms of people, 
all particuled and far too elegant to bleed if cut; it was 
difficult to remember their names. But the hero seemed 
to be a man called Edouard, and he was adored from 
afar by a young girl called Clarissa; he was pursued 
round trees in tubs by a beautiful woman called Solange, 
and he was talked about by everyone. No one at the 
ball could talk of anything but Edouard. From group 
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to exquisite group the reader was carried, and always 
the talk was of Edouard, his irresistible charm, his per- 
fect taste, his remarkable indifference. The consensus 
was that he had a greater capacity for love than any 
other man of anyone’s acquaintance, but that his 
armour might prove to be impregnable. Everyone 
agreed that poor Solange was to be pitied, and Clarissa 
retreated to a balcony to think triple-dotted thoughts 
about her hopeless young ecstasy, and Isabel pushed the 
pages together and found a place for them in the drawer. 
It was hard to believe that clever Yves could be respon- 
sible for anything so fatuous. But the corrections of 
errors — there were a good many — in the typescript 
were certainly in his handwriting; and his hand had 
hesitated over the open drawer as if he had been making 
a difficult choice. She shut her eyes to remember that 
moment, and conviction grew in her. She was aston- 
ished and gleeful and triumphant. Forgetting that he 
remained the same man, with his achievements of the 
past the possibilities of the future, however many such 
trivial discoveries she made, she felt that she had some- 
how got the upper hand of him because she had seen a 
ridiculous aspect of hin - that he must be unaware of. 

She looked again at the lighter. It was the most 
casual, impulsive sort of gift possible. She thought he 
would scarcely remember having left it when he came 
back, if he did come back. Tllen she looked at her 
watch. And finally she went to put a match to the fire. 

After lunch she got her coat and overtook the Duke in 
the great quadrangle of the central courtyard. It was a 
cold, raw day; heavy, purple-tinted clouds hung low in 
the sky; but he was in a genial humour, and he said, 
cheerfully in imitation of Arnaud’s wife as she joined 
him, “The main courtyard of the Chateau de Ferron- 
galles. . . . Here on a hot morning many years ago 
Francis the First drank water from the well, observing 
that it ’Gras better wine than any the vineyards of Fer- 
rongalles had yet produced . . . and here, some cen- 
turies later, a young lady offered to kneel. . . .” 
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He left the sentence in the air and turned on her a 
sharp look of interest and amusement, expecting to see 
some signs of embarrassment, because it is embarrassing 
to be reminded by day of things one has said in the dark, 
but she only answered, rather doggedly, “I meant it.” 

“That’s right,” he said, laughing; “don’t be cowed.” 

“Why is the well no longer used?” she asked hastily. 
“Is it dry?” 

“Not ary, I think. It was filled in long ago, as a sort 
of gesture of locking the barn, you know. . . . The Duke 
of that day disappeared,” he said, pausing by the well 
and looking up at its carved canopy with an expression 
of ironic admiration, aloof, critical, and resigned, on 
his serene face, “and one morning a month or two later 
someone noticed that he was bobbing about in the water 
below, poor fellow! Well, they fished him out and 
buried him, of course, and no one knew if he had suicided 
or been pushed, but after a while a feeling began to 
grow that he had been pushed, and since they could not 
discover who had pushed him, they decided to punish 
the well. And so they filled it in, or so the records say, 
but I doubt that they threw in more than a token of 
dirt — think of the quantities of earth they would have 
had to haul to do the job properly!” he said, thumping 
the wooden cover with his fist, and the thump dislodged 
something — a bit of rotten wood from the cover or a 
flake of stone from th£ sides of the well. After a second 
or two she heard a small distant splash, a small hollow, 
lonely sound. “Myself, I think they abandoned it from 
laziness; the water sank too low in it; they were glad of 
the excuse. After all, there were three other good wells 
besides. . . . The one in the kitchens, have you seen 
that one? A miracle of a well, always the same, what- 
ever the weather. Someone drowned in that one too, 
but there was no talk of filling it up; it was too con- 
venient to be filled up. . . . She is Arethusa, this one,” 
he said, touching the nearest of the four stone nymphs. 
“But, to work, to work.” He walked on. 

“I spent all morning on that book,” she said abruptly. 
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He glanced quickly and inquiringly at her; then he 
thought about it for a moment, rather grimly; finally he 
said, “Good.” 

“No, it was only because I had nothing else to do. I 
didn’t wailt to, and then I thought, What does it mat- 
ter, obliging him a little, in spite of everything? So I 
did. It was just to occupy myself.” 

“I warned you that you would find it dull here.” 

“I am not bored! Only the mornings are long!” 

He said, staring straight before him with an expres- 
sion that had something ambiguous in its gravity, “I 
suspect that you are no more and no less bored than I 
am.” Then he changed the subject, and she was sure 
he had been joking, because he was always so busy he 
did not have time to be bored, and besides, how could 
he be bored when he lived where she wanted to live, 
and legitimately, too? 

But on another day, just before lunch, she climbed the 
crumbling stairway recessed in the retaining wall at the 
north end of the main courtyard to walk in the withered 
garden, and through the lime-trees she saw him coming 
back from his ride far away along the edge of the forest, 
and he was making ti at poor old horse gallop. She 
thought something had happened till she saw him pull 
the horse up; the rest of the way he came at a walk; and 
when he got closer, she saw that he was idly smiling, as 
if he had enjoyed the run. She went down to the 
stable yard to meet him, and the man who came to 
take the horse did not seem surprised to see it in a 
sweat. 

“Do you ride?” said the Duke, as they walked back 
through the courts. 

“I’ve never been on a horse,” she answered absently, •„ 
pondering over this revelation of secret restlessness that 
cast a new light on him. There had been something 
forced and reckless about that gallop. Watching it had 
made her nervous, and the remembrance of it made her 
nervous now. 

“Too bad,” he said. “And this is scarcely the time to 
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begin — the ground is so hard!” He drew a breath to 
say more and changed his mind. 

“That old horse can gallop,” she said. 

He laughed and kicked at tjjie gravel of the drive that 
circled the lawn. “Ah, well, it gives one an appetite for 
lunch,” he said wryly. Emerging from the second arch, 
he looked up at the blue-ana-grey sky. “It’s going to 
change — the weather.” 

“How can you tell?” 

“One smelts it, or feels it — I don’t know.” 

“Does it matter?” she asked anxiously. 

“What? Oh, no. Let it rain, snow, blow, hail — it’s 
just that I’m observant of the weather. Habit, I sup- 
pose.” 

He seemed to think it odd in himself, and it was odd, 
became he was not, she realized then, on thinking it 
over, observant of other things or of people. When it 
was important, he could notice, he could study expres- 
sions and responses; but it seemed to require someone’s 
firm opposition to his will to awaken that kind of atten- 
tion in him. For the most part, unopposed — and he 
usually was unopposed — he simply went his way en- 
closed in his own mood, whatever that happened to be 
— and it was never, it appeared, quite so placid a mood 
as she had believed. 

He was good-humoured at lunch, but he changed as 
the afternoon wore on in the overheated, evil-smelling 
office, full of dusty papers and recurring tasks; and at 
dinner he was rather gloomy. Jeanne had had a letter 
that day from a nephew of her husband’s, the present 
Comte de Varaisne, who was still a schoolboy, which 
she thought very witty and clever; she brought it to the 
table and showed it to her brother, who looked at it and 
merely said, “Silly.” 

“No!” she protested. “Show it to Isabel.” 

“He did it only because he can’t spell. A cheap 
trick.” 

“No !” she said, but he was already tired of teasing her 
and he let the letter sail to the white cloth between his 
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J late and Isabel’s. It was one of those riddles or puzzles, 
forget the proper name, in which every possible word 
is represented by a drawing, and the tiny drawings were 
very quaint and vivid. 

“Irs awfully clever,” Isabel said. “It’s awfully 
clever.” 

“Isn’t it?” 

“He must have been feeling gay that day.” 

“Oh, gaiety’s an excuse for anything,” said the lJuke; 
and thinking of his playful humours, she agreed with 
him, but she did not know whether or not he meant it. 

“Is it?” said his sister pensively, and a sudden gust of 
wind attempted the chimney and retreated, and smoke 
puffed out into the room. The Duke turned slowly and 
gave it an absent, indignant look and turned back. 
Isabel laughed a little, but he did not notice; he was 
deep in thought again. His sister gave her a doubtful 
glance of inquiry. 

“A rude chimney,” Isabel said. 

“Yes, isn’t it?” said Jeanne soberly, and she went on 
to say that it had always smoked when the wind was 
from a certain direction and that her father had had in- 
stalled a patent damp-; ", which had not helped at all — 
which had, in fact, made it worse. But when they sat 
drinking coffee in the drawing-room after dinner, she 
returned to the other subject with an air of grave philo- 
sophical interest. ‘ ‘ I have sometimes thought,’ ’ she said, 
tucking her evening shawl, which was of fine, lacy black 
wool, very warm, round her bare arms, “that gaiety 
might be the spiritual equivalent of poverty, for it makes 
the heart, at least, travel light through the world, 
clinging to nothing. . . . And so perhaps Yves’s gaiety. 
...” She spoke, of course, to her brother, but she had , 
not forgotten Isabel’s presence, and that was a measure 
of her acceptance of her illegitimate relative. 

“And so at last you have seen that he needs an ex- 
cuse,” said the Duke darkly, and Isabel looked at him 
with vague alarm — he seemed in so much the wrong, 
mood for this kind of discussion. 



“No, that’s not fair,” his sister said; “I don’t think he 
does. But there it is, if he does.” 

“It is only the reason one might want to try to find 
one.” He sat low in his arm-chair, holding his cup and 
saucer at about the level of his chin, nis shoulders 
hunched, his long legs outstretched, with ankles crossed. 
Only one lamp was lighted, and that was behind him, 
but .he faced the fire, which illumined the strong, 
sombre contours of his face clearly. 

“If one is not affected by the charm of someone ” 

his sister began. 

‘He can be very pleasant company.’ 

“But ” she said, and she hesitated, like someone 

who has tried a door that cannot possibly be locked but 
that will not open. Isabel was very much troubled 
because she could not see what Jeanne was getting at 
or what he was resisting. “But ” 

“And I am not concerned with his morals. Meaning 
by morals what worldly people always mean,” he said 
scornfully. 

“But, should you despise ” 

“I’m not despising anything. But light heart and 
empty hands are one thing, light heart and a Rolls- 
Royce and a house in Paris stuffed with treasures are 
another.” 

“Yet he holds those things so cheap, not really caring 
for them except for the pleasure in them. He is gener- 
ous. He has so many friends.” 

“Not gay, really, but careless. Not debonair, but 
nonchalant,” said the Duke, and he went on in the 
same breath, “I wish this subject had never been started. 
This is one of those times when one drifts in small cur- 
rents and goes too far and then is too listless to work 
back and undo the error. . . .” He sat up and leaned to 
put his cup and saucer on a table and then sat back in 
the same posture as before. But now he was no longer 
listless; he was collected in an iron humour; his dark 
face was savagely stern. “I cannot admire Yves, and 
my ways are my ways — leave them alone.” 
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The moment hung briefly like that, mysterious and 
menacing in its silence and its dull pressure of unspoken 
thoughts, and then it turned, and Isabel saw that there 
might be something wrong and that he might at times 
bitterly detest his life as he led it and yet feel powerless 
to change. 

She saw the possibility, but she was far from accepting 
it as a truth. Such people — misers, I mean, people in 
the power of money — seem like harmless curiosities 
from a distance, inexplicable and funny, but with a per- 
fect right to their own queer ways; but when one comes 
close to them one feels them as people not of odd habits 
but of dark compulsions, and their ways become fright- 
ening, as the processes of thought of a lunatic are, be- 
cause, like lunatics, they are out of reach of logic, eerily 
closed to reason, and with strong passions uncontrolled 
except by a mania. They cannot be argued with; they 
cannot be changed. She could not believe that of him. 
No one spoke, and the brooding moment did not swing 
again, but hung in suffocating stillness. She waited — as 
for the only possible relief from fension — for the opening 
of the door to let the poodle come clicking gaily in after 
her airing, her hazel ey : bright, her dark fur smelling 
of the clean, cold, night air. 

“Where is Cephise?” said Jeanne. 

Isabel jumped up. “Let me fetch her; she comes to 
me now. . . .” 

She went through the dining-room into the pantry, 
where Gilles was putting glasses away in a cupboard. 
From the stairwell in the corner she heard laughter in 
the kitchen below and then F^licie’s shy voice in protest 
and more laughter. “Has Cephise come in?” 

“Not yet!” said Gilles, looking in all simple sincerity 
aghast. 

“Never mind,” Isabel said, “I’ll get her in,” and she 
left the pantry by its other door to go down the long, 
stone-paved passage, round the comer past the great 
staircase, and through the hall; but when she opened 
the outer door and whistled into the windy night and 
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listened, she heard no sound of clicking paws trotting 
across the stones; so she went back to the wardrobe in 
the hall and took one of the coats from it to hang over 
her shoulders, choosing by c$iance a heavy grey one with 
a short shoulder-cape that the Duke often wore. 

The wild, cold wind swooped over the rooftops; it 
smelled of stone dust and winter. The night was very 
dark. Isabel walked towards the stable yard, where 
Cephise loved to go, whistling and calling her name, 
slipping her arms into the sleeves of the coat and her 
hands into its pockets when she heard no response; and 
as she passed the canopied well she remembered, with a 
total comprehension of the truth that she had not felt 
when she heard the story, that a man had drowned in 
it, either taking his own life or being thrown in against 
his will to die a cold and choking death. A few hundred 
years ago he had often walked this frozen turf, dressed in 
the fashion of his time, as she was walking now, some- 
times idly, to take the air, sometimes on business, some- 
times alone and worried, or alone and happy, sometimes 
with a companion, talking casually of this and that; 
and all the while that nearby well had been waiting for 
him as hi$ destiny, waiting for his troubles to become 
desperate, waiting for his life to become unlivable. . . . 
She felt a horror of that blur of pale stone dimly visible 
in the darkness. . . . The wind thrust down and lifted 
and swirled, makingaa great hollow rush of sound in the 
night; and surrounded by blowing rural dark, she 
thought of the lights and busy traffic of London to the 
north, and the flat near Govent Garden, and Miriam 
reading Shakespeare with pathos, and Betty washing up 
methodically in the kitchen, and in the morning up the 
two long flights of carpeted stairs and “Good morning, 
Miss Small!” and the telephone ringing. Before that it 
had all been wretchedness and uncertainty, dependence 
and obscurity, but she could not see now that it had 
been anything but a mistake to move on from that 
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stockings who picked her teeth in company and laughed 
at her when she cried? There were only people in re- 
treat from the world for one reason or another — Cousin 
Barnabl the recluse up there among the dark lanterns 
and chimneys; Jeanne de Varaisne in permanent 
mourning; and her father — the last warped remnants of 
an ancient family. She thought how odd it would be if 
she should ever feel grateful that she was her vital 
mother’s child, and then she shouted urgently, t( C6- 
phiseV ’ and Cephise had heard all along; she had been 
hovering in the black archway to the stable yard, wait- 
ing to be confirmed in her strong suspicion that it was 
only the wind making a noise like her name and that she 
was not wanted at all. She came now at a gallop, very 
sorry to have been so stupid; but she had not really 
understood, had thought she heard, but could not be 
sure with this terrible wind, and perhaps after all it was 
not a question of going indoors? She stopped a few feet 
away, wagging her tail, ready to turn back. “Come 
along with you!” said Isabel severely. 

Jeanne was alone in the ‘ drawing-room. “My 
brother had to leave us,” she said, her fingers stirring in 
Gephise’s top-knot. 

“For the office?” said Isabel, puzzled that she had not 
seen him go. 

“No, no, to sit for a while with a cousin' who lives with 
us, who is a little upset this evening — don’t be fright- 
ened,” said Jeanne very softly, and dismay gathered in 
Isabel at once. “He is quite harmless almost always. 

. . .” That was not a reassuring phrase. Isabel sat down 
in the Duke’s chair, which was closest to the fire, tuck- 
ing her feet up, shivering now that she was near warmth, 
hugging herself, shaking back her blown hair. Cephise 
turned round twice and lay down in the shadow of the 
sofa, twisting herself in a pliant, comfortable double 
curve. After a minute of silence, Jeanne closed her book 
on her long forefinger and said with resolution, “For- 
give me.” 

“What for?” said Isabel, afraid. 
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“I tried to use you this evening, perhaps you noticed, 
and my brother saw that, and ne may in consequence 
feel a little unjust irritation towards you. It would be 
only human. It was a mistake, and I am sorry.” She 
looked at Isabel with her blue eyes of a deep purity 
in her delicate, bony face. “You see,” she said apolo- 
getically, “I have often seen what a difference it can 
make in people to have a child, a son or a daughter — it 
can make frivolous men turn serious, and sad men 
hopeful, seeing that formidable thing, a child of one’s 
own. . . . And he has changed so since you came, and 
so I suppose I thought he could be made to change a 
little more, if he could be made to see himself for a 
moment through the eyes of someone who had some 
right to judge, who was concerned. . . . That was what 
I was trying to do, do you see? Did you notice? ... I 
will not pretend that I was not utterly overwhelmed to 
find that you existed, and full of pity for him and for 
you, for this difficulty; but you are so like him that I 
have become glad to think ne will leave something of 
himself behind in the world when he dies, however it 
came into existence. ... I am clumsy .... I did not 
mean . .. . Well, I hoped that if he could be made to see 
how his ways must look to someone new to them . . .” 
“But I see nothing wrong with his ways !” 

Jeanne’s thin eyelids drooped over the brilliant blue of 
her eyes. “I am not disloyal,” she said. “Loyalty can 
see a fault and long to have it mended — for his sake only, 
not for mine.” She opened her book again. 

“Oh, please, let us go on speaking frankly, I beg of 
you. Please — it is people who go in rags and live on 
black bread and water and grudge the fuel burned to 
cook the food, all to save a penny here and there — they 

are the ones who have gone wrong ” 

“You haven’t seen him change, you haven’t seen him 
draw back into himself year by year. ... It is not what 
he is now that worries me, it is what he will be in ten 
years, in twenty years. . . . No, he was right,” she said, 
returning to her book; “this is one of those nights when 
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one says too much on impulse. ... I have so wanted to 
talk of this with someone; I never thought I should ever 
be talkin g of it with his daughter.” 

“Have you not talked of it with M. d’Ayz?” 

“With Yves? Yes, a little. . . . Oh, it’s sad, it’s 
sad. ...” 

“What is sad?” said Isabel defiantly. 

“That they are not friends any more,” said Jeanne, 
turning her head to look at the fire, so that her clear, 
pale profile was outlined against the shabby dark blue 
velvet of the sofa. “That’s what oppresses me so, the 
sad changes. . .. . They were inseparables as children, 
he and my brother and Bamabe; they were all three 

my dear big brothers; and now Oh, it is very 

sad. . . . When my brother had just come into the title, 
his uncle, Yves’s father, who was his guardian, he used 
to worry that my brother would be a waster — he had 
such ideas, you know, racehorses and yachts — and 
sometimes I’ve thought it was his uncle’s warnings, 
given from experience and too seriously, pounded in, 
you know, too hard, that took root in his young mind 
and grew and grew. . . I don’t know, except that it 
was so slow and gradual a thing. A slow withdrawal 
from society, a gradual retreat. ...” She set her book 
aside and began twisting her pale hands in the black 
ends of her shawl, still staring into the fire, “And some- 
times I feel that he dislikes Yves Because he is jealous of 
him . . . because Yves has the kind of life he wanted for 
himself and was afraid to take. . . .” 

But the fire burned richly, pouring out a generous 
warmth to meet the warmth from the fire at the other 
end of the room, silhouetting untouched logs at the 
front against a great busy golden flickering of luxurious 
flame. “Is there so much money, then?” 

“Not perhaps for yachts and race-horses, no, I grant 
you that — not if the estate is to have what it deserves; 
but for a gracious normal life in society, yes!” She 
leaned forward and gazed accusingly at Isabel. “ I 
never dare bring my maid when I come here, not any 
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more; I never dare bring friends with me. . . . Yves is 
braver than I ; he does, thank God, or my brother would 
be a hermit entirely and forget how to meet people — 
but the silent anger, the resentment ! Once he would not 
appear at all, for the whole three days of the visit! I 
could not myself face that. ... Two things, my dear 
Isabel. My grandfather got into difficulties once; it was 
a famous crisis; until Uncle Gondebaud — Barnabas 
father — came to his aid. Second, my grandmother would 
not feed the beggars that came. We used to give them 
things behind her back. ... Do you see? Experience 
and heredity, and all those stern warnings of my uncle, 
who knew what he talked of, and being left an orphan 
so young, burdened with great responsibilities, taking 
them all too seriously — do you see? Good God, he will 
have all Barnabas money when Barnabe dies; it’s all in 
Uncle Gondebaud ’s will; a great fortune — I see it mak- 
ing no difference!” she said with horror. “Will there 
be these great fires ten years from now? Will these 
rooms be habitable, or will they be bare and dusty like 
those others? Before you came, we rarely lunched to- 
gether; he took his lunch on a tray at his desk, and he 
would come to dinner so unused to conversation that we 
ate in silence. . . . Well, you can see how the change 
encouraged me, so that I tried to hasten it so un- 
wisely. ...” 

After a while Isab'el looked up, tried to smile, and 
said, “It’s late. ...” 

“Yes, it’s late.” C^phise heard that and got up and 
stretched herself, first her back legs, then her front legs, 
and then, while her front legs were still extended and 
her head was low, letting her high rear and slowly 
wagging tail subside, so that she crouched ready to go. 
“At the moment what I feel is only how glad I am that 
you are here,” said Jeanne shyly. “And — be patient. 
Be patient.” She stood up; Cephise stood up. “Come 
along. He will not come back here to-night.” Isabel 
got up and followed her to the little stairway. Through 
the archway into the pantry Arnaud was visible, sitting 
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on a high stool with his hands in his lap, waiting. “Good 
night,” she said to him, and he stood up quickly and 
said Good night, smiling. 

In Isabel’s room the red-speckled curtains were 
drawn, the bed was turned down, there was a lump at 
the foot of it that meant a stoneware bottle filled with 
hot water, and the fire was burning well. But she left 
her door ajar and sat down on the edge of the. bed, 
feeling all rubbed wrong. She had to make a new end 
for the evening somehow; she had to reassure herself 
with another glimpseofherfather’ssereneface, which was 
never in this world the face of a man unbalanced in any 
direction; and she had to smooth away any anger that 
he might feel towards her. She sat attentively still, lis- 
tening for sounds, while the fire dipped and bent un- 
easily in the changing draught and the wind flung itself 
against the window and fell away. Something in her 
attitude teased her with a reminder of something similar 
in the past, and she identified it after a moment — she 
was sitting as she used to sit in London lodging-houses 
before the days of the flat, with soap and sponge in her 
hand and towel over her arm, listening for the unlocking 
of a door so that she cduld make a run for the bathroom 
as soon as it was vacated. She shook her head. She had 
all the wrong memories for this kind of life. 

At last she heard doors opening and closing in the 
room that Daphne had had arid in the corridor, and 
she got up quickly and went to her door. The Duke 
paused when he saw her. “Is he all right now?”- she 
said in a whisper. “Bamabe?” 

“Oh, yes,” ne said at once, but he also took pains to 
speak very quietly, “quite tranquil. The wind made 
him a little nervous, that was all.” He was carrying a 
lighted candle in a silver candlestick, holding it care- 
lessly tipped so that wax dripped down the side, and he 
.did qpt look angry with her, only tired. 

Then she said, an unpremeditated and ridiculous 
thing. She said, “Yves’s life is ostentation and vulgarity!” 

His eyes widened, his mouth dropped open. He 
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stared. Then, very thoughtfully, he put out a finger and 
traced a line down her nose to its tip, where he pressed 
hard for a moment. Then he tqok his finger away. “Sleep 
well,” he said, and walked on, 'and he was laughing. 

It snowed the next day, hard small flakes that col- 
lected like white dust in the angles of the buildings and 
in the cracks of the paving and the sallow grass of the 
lawm; and she found in the cabinet in Yves’s room an 
elaborate set of notes for the history that were not in his 
handwriting. She had finished copying the manuscript 
for the second time and was looking for a better place 
for the typewriter than the crowded lower shelf, where 
she had found it — and quite frankly amusing herself, too, 
by examining the oddities hidden away in the cupboard 
— when she dislodged a small shabby portfolio and scat- 
tered its contents on the floor; and there were the notes. 
His handwriting was slashing and close and excessively 
slanted to the right; this writing was small, rounded, 
neat, and clear. The paper was yellowed at the edges 
and crisp to the touch, and the ink had faded a little. 

She had soon decided that he must have arranged the 
novel on purpose to catch her eye, hoping to amaze her 
with his genius, but ready to pretend that he had never 
meant her to read it if she was not amazed; but this 
was different, this had obviously been tucked away and 
forgotten, and she looked the pages over with an # in- 
creasing deep-seated sehse of shock, not so much because 
of the dishonesty involved — and there was dishonesty 
whether the labour was hired or stolen — as because she 
had never come across anything like it before, and so 
did not know how to take it. Cheating at school had 
been different ; that had always made her uncomfortable ; 
but that had been the affair of children. 

These methodical notes, with their carefully sketched 
arguments and corroborating quotations made her feel 
queerly ashamed of the inept sentences that she had 
taken such pains over. She felt humiliated in her own 
person. Before she returned the notes to the portfolio, 
she got up and collected the two typescripts that she had 
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made, the old one with her corrections on it and the 
copy just finished, and took them over to the fire and 
burned them, stirring them with the poker till they 
were quite consumed. Then she put the table in order, 
laid the original manuscript on the cleared surface, and 
set the portfolio on top of-the manuscript. She wanted 
him to know that she knew, but she did not mean to 
speak of it ever, to him or to anyone. But she was soon 
tempted out of that resolution — to her regret. 

That night the temperature rose, the next morning 
was grey and drizzly, and when she came out of the 
office in the evening, the air was misty and mild, and 
lighted windows were reflected in golden smears across 
the wet cobbles. It felt like spring, and she said so, 
feeling an unexpected upsurge of good cheer such as she 
had not known for some time. 

“What of that?” said the Duke. 

“Spring is spring,” she said positively. 

“Season of hard work and much worry.” 

“But, spring.” 

“Why,” he said suddenly as they passed under the 
black, dripping arch, making his first reference to that 
tiny conversation at her door — “why, I’ve been mean- 
ing to ask, why ostentation and vulgarity?” 

She could not think what to say for a moment. Then 
she said, again without premeditation, “He gave me his 
gold lighter. I wish you’d give it\>ack to him.” 

He laughed in a puzzled way and said, “But I could 
only give it back to you. Why don’t you want it? Is it 
ostentatious and vulgar?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Don’t know what, which?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Oh, but why hurt his feelings? He wanted you to 
have it, if he gave it to you. Or shall we throw it down 
the well?.” 

“I don’t much like that well. . . .” 

“Don’t like our pretty well?” he said, pausing in the 
humid darkness to lean against its damp stone nm as if 
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it were a balustrade overhanging an attractive view. 
"Oh, because of the dead one? I don’t think it’s 
haunted.’* He thumped on-jthe cover as before, but this 
time nothing fell. “Hullo down there! . . . Here, don’t 
be silly,’’ he said, reaching out to catch at her arm as she 
moved away. "Are you afraid of ghosts?” 

"I don’t know,” she said. 

"The things you don’t know, Isabeau, Isabel!” He 
was silent for a while; and drops of moisture gathered 
together and grew heavy on the edges and underside of 
the stone canopy and dropped to the wooden cover, 
marking time’s passing. The stone nymph nearest her 
faintly glistened, dimly pale in the dark, cold and wet 
and rough to the touch. Then he said, "But you must 
not let yourself dislike my cousin. That’s foolish. A 
waste of time.” 

“You dislike him.” 

"What are you setting yourself up to be, my shadow, 
my echo, with no mind of your own? Come, now, 
Jeanne’s very fond of him; he has a great many friends; 
what of them? No, he’s human, a human being, 
driven and drawn . . . only a little more unaware than 
most, I think, of how others would see him — but I don’t 
know, it’s a shock for anyone, that glimpse through 
someone else’s eyes, that snapshot of the prison from the 
meadow outside . . . only really from the window of 
another prison, I suppose, difficult though that* is to 
comprehend. ... Do you know the epitaph R^gnier 
made for himself? I’ve often thought it would do very 
well for Yves. . . . 

‘J’ai vecu sans nul pensement, 

Me laissant alter doucement 
A la bonne loi naturelle; 

Et je m’etonne fort pourquoi 
La mort osa songer k moi, 

Qjii ne songeai jamais k elle.’ 

That expresses him quite remarkably well, I think . . .. 
except that la lot naturelle is not, as great Victoria’s poet 
has pointed out, always bonne.” 
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“And that’s a prison?” she said angrily. “That is a 
meadow! A pleasant playground!” 

“No, it’s a prison too,” he said sensibly. “It must be. 
It’s bound to be. If it were not, he’d be more than 
human, and that I refuse to believe. . . . But, of course, 
if he never feels the pinch of it — and sometimes I think 
he doesn’t. . . . Oh, Jeanne is quite right, that is his 
great charm, his carelessness. A shallow heart, quick 
forgetting, a clean slate every day. . . . Oh, yes, one 

could live comfortably enough with him, if But 

then, again, a more feeling man, a deeper nature could 

not You see?” he said, but not to her, except as the 

representative of another hearer, the familiar com- 
panion of his solitude, detachment. “There you are. 
The vice of the virtue, the virtue of the vice. And so, an 
endless mean contest, endlessly renewed. . . .” 

He had not been feeling very merry to begin with, 
and now he had talked himself into real gloom. The 
contempt and detestation that he felt for Yves had never 
been more obvious. But envy was not enough to explain 
it. “What did he do to you?” she said, but as soon as 
she put the question she felt it miss its purpose; it was a 
hook of the wrong shape, the wrong design, for laying 
hold of the information she wanted. He hardly had to 
evade it. He shook his head, absently; he was far away, 
out of reach, drifting downward in inchoate struggle to 
familiar resignation. 

There was stillness, close sounds of dripping, but be- 
hind the sounds a large nocturnal stillness. He laid his 
hand on the cover of the well and said as if the idea truly 
and profoundly comforted him: 

“ ‘LA est le bien que tout esprit desire, 

LA le repos oil tout le monde aspire. . . 

His hand rested lightly and lovingly on the wooden 
cover of*a cold, dark depth that had been a man’s grave 
a few hundred years before. 

What is there to say to people in that mood? Words 
of encouragement or disapproval have no power over 
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someone who has lost for the moment the joy of life. 
She wanted to distract him, to turn his thoughts from 
the centre of darkness they stared at so uselessly, but the 
ancient walls, enclosing empty rooms with stone floors 
worn by the light footsteps of people long since dead, the 
silent grassy courtyard, the strong roof-tops that shel- 
tered silence, all this closed her mind in, too, and made 
her feel that life itself was empty and sad. The dark 
windows once had been bright with the soft light of 
many wax candles, and torches had flared and fizzed in 
the mist, and the night had been filled with voices and 
there had been music for minuets — but all those happy 
dancers were dead and gone to dust now; there was no 
more music. She stood in the dark, silent mist of a later 
age, deserted by joy. 

She turned towards him urgently. “What has he done 
to you, what is he doing?” she cried. “Because I can 
make him stop! I know something about him he 
wouldn’t want known, and I’ll tell him I’ll tell unless he 
stops!” There was silence as before, but it was a differ- 
ent silence, refreshed and made new by a new emotion, 
and for an instant she was foolish enough to misinter- 
pret the quality of it and think him impressed by her 
offer and grateful to her. “Don’t worry, I can make him 
stop!” she repeated. “I’ll tell him that unless he does 
I’ll tell ” 

She was bewildered and appalled when he moved 
suddenly in the dark and took her by the shoulders and 
rudely shook her, saying fiercely, “Be quiet, you filthy 
little blackmailer, hold your tongue!” He shook her as 
she had seen startled parents shake bad children, trying 
to shake wickedness away before it could stick, but it 
seemed to her that he was the one who had basely hung 
the deed on her in the first place, which horrified her 
as much as his violence did. She pulled away from 
him; he let her go. “Don’t say such things, do you 
hear?” 

A great cold calmness fell over her. “I thought,” she 
said ui a voice that did not sound like her own — “I 
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thought for once I had someone on my side who’d not 
just mink the worst at once — that’s not fair,” and then 
she turned and ran for the shelter of her own room, but 
through some fourth dimension, seemingly, beyond 
sound, beyond pain — she was aware of cola darkness 
blowing against her face and then aware that it had 

^ ed, but she hardly knew that she had stumbled and 
. on the wet, cold stones of the next courtyard till 
he was beside her helping her up to her feet again.* The 
lighted windows of the old east wing were golden in 
darkness, blurred by mist. 

“I see,” he said. “Of course you wouldn’t profit. 
You would be doing it for me. That was stupid of me. 
But it wasn’t a nice idea.” 

“All right, it wasn’t a nice idea,” she said wildly, 
brushing her skirt. 

“Have you hurt yourself?” 

“No!” 

“I’m very sorry. I was very stupid.” 

She walked on. 

“Oh, God!” he said behind her, but he did not try 
to overtake her again. 

The fire was bright in her room; there was hot water 
in the copper can beside the wash-stand; but she lay 
down across her bed, face down, her head in her arms, 
feeling extremely miserable. Some twenty minutes 
later there was a knock on her door. She did not move. 
The door opened with a squeak and a creak, and the 
Duke said, “Are you ready for dinner?” 

“I don’t want any dinner,” she said. 

There was a moment of indecision; then she judged 
by the sound of footsteps, the cool clink of metal against' 
marble, the rasp of a match, and a brightening of the 
red light that seeped past her arms, that he had come in 
and lighted a candle. He said firmly, “Now, get up at 
once and wash yourself and put on your nice blue frock 
and come down.” 

“Is something wrong?” said Jeanne from the door- 1 
way, sounding all alarmed. 
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“No,” he said. “Everything is quite all right. Go 
down; we shall be with you very soon.” 

“Is there something I could do?” 

“Nothing,” he said. “R&n along.” Her footsteps 
and the click of C^phise’s paws retreated; he went on in 
a much quieter voice, “Now I’ve misunderstood you 
twice. That should be enough for a lifetime, don’t you 
think? . . . Are you crying?” 

“No.” 

“But quite unforgiving?” 

“No,” she said, rolling over and sitting up on the 
edge of the bed and pushing her hair back from her 
face. “It doesn’t matter, I guess,” she said drearily, but 
when she looked at him and saw how really unhappy 
about it he was, how really concerned, she put her head 
down on her knees and found herself making grotesque 
grimaces to keep from sobbing aloud. 

“I’ve meant to. tell you before how sorry I am I was 
so unkind when you came,” he said slowly and seriously. 
“It was a sad homecoming for you. But, you see, I was 
so sure he’d brought you to make some sort of new 
trouble for me. I couldn’t believe him when he said it 
was all chance, pure accident . . . but I found I was also 
incapable of believing that there was malice in you. . . ” 

“A homecoming?” she said, looking up. 

He was leaning in the doorway, his hands in the 
pockets of his dinner-jacket, watching her thoughtfully. 
He smiled. “The home of your ancestors?” he said. 
“Isn’t it?” 

“And now you hate me again. . . .” 

“I don’t, I never did! I only mistook you. How could 
I hate you?” 

“My mother did.” 

“Did she? Yes, so you said. But that’s different,” he 
said, and his voice had changed, it had become duller 
and flatter, as if his enthusiasm had failed to follow the 
discussion round this corner. “Parents must love by 
instinct or not at all. They are the last to see their chil- 
dren as people — lovable people or detestable people. 
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Never expect a parent to give you your just deserts in the 
way of affection.” 

She scarcely knew that she was happy; the lightness 
and warmth that had spread over her seemed more like 
springtime itself than balm for a narrow wound; but 
she dared to say, “Not even a father?” 

He laughed with her and made a face. “I must guard 
my tongue now. But I would not hope for too much 
from him — as a father.” 

“Because . . . because he’s so young?” she suggested 
diffidently. 

“That certainly adds to the difficulties all round, 
doesn’t it?” 

“I know,” she said eagerly. 

He was silent for a moment; then he said, “But you 
must not hate him. I mean that.” 

After a puzzled moment she saw that he had returned 
to the subject of Yves, and it was for her like waking 
from a dream to the grey troubles of daylight. She had 
walked on roses for a while; now she stood on hard 
earth. “Oh . . .” she said dulfy and dubiously. 

“Because whatever there is between him and me has 
nothing to do with you; remember that. And hating is 
a dangerous thing, dangerous for you. ... So don’t take 
sides, and wash your hands, and come down to dinner at 
once, because I am ferociously hungry.” 

“If I am very quick, may I gQ on despising him?” 

“Oh, God, I’m no peacemaker, that’s plain.” 

“Except for yourself.” 

“For myself? Oh! Friends, then?” He held out his 

hand, and she put hers in it. “But don’t ” he began, 

and then he cautiously decided not to go on, laughed 
instead, shook his head, and went out, pulling the noisy 
door shut behind him. 

On tbe whole, however, it had not been a happy in- 
cident, and her triumph and elation did not last long. 
She had really shockea him with her impulsive offer of 
help, and in retrospect she could see it only through his 

151 



eyes and be as dismayed by it as he had been. The 
thought of it subdued her whenever she saw him because 
she was sure the thought of it was always in his head too, 
shadowing the pleasure he mok in her company. Be- 
sides, she was at last becoming convinced that he was 
not really interested in their relationship, as she was, 
and never would be, as she was. It seemed to be not 
only distasteful to him, but boring. Yves was right, it 
had 'happened too long ago, it had meant too little at 
the time. And so she began to give up— give up hope of 
discovering in herself the hereditary discrimination and 
niceness that would have impressed him, give up hope 
of awakening in him the paternal instinct that had 
slumbered too long undisturbed. 

For a day or two the air was kind and it was hard to 
stay tamely indoors. She went outside one morning, 
just to take the air for a moment, and found herself up- 
stairs in the guardroom before she knew that she had 
moved, and from the guardroom she went into the state 
apartments, with their faded fragments of wall-paint- 
ings and frescoed ceilings, clean and cold and empty 
now, and then out on the gallery to look down at the 
sunlight and shadows of the central courtyard. While 
she stood there, Arnaud’s wife, in black gown and cap 
and shawl, came from under the archway leading the 
first tourists of the year, who had paid their four francs 
each and followed herewith eyes quick not to miss any- 
thing. One was a man alone, small, slender, and dark, 
by the look and sound of him an Egyptian or Persian; 
the other two were women of the district, a mother and 
daughter, it seemed. The women were shy; the man 
asked questions. Amaud’s wife listened benignly but 
went relentlessly on with her set lecture in answer: 
“Here we see the great well of the Chateau de Ferron- 
§alles, which has been in existence for more than six 
centuries. The stone canopy, supported by four statues, 
each representing a figure in mythology associated with 
water, was completed in the sixteenth century; a 
hundred years later the well was filled in as a result of 
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the death by drowning of the then Duke.” She turned 
decisively from the well towards the cascade of steps; 
her little flock, two nice sheep and an active little goat, 
moved with her, looking back over their shoulders, 
however, at the interesting well. At that moment Isabel 
saw the present Duke coming through the farther arch 
from the stable yard. He saw them, then he looked up 
by chance and saw her, and he moved his fingers in 
greeting before turning back to give the strangers time 
to disappear. 

Her smile died away. She had looked at herself for a 
moment through the eyes of the tourists and had felt 
their envy, and then she had imagined them with the 
knowledge of the truth and had felt their envy go. She 
was truly just as transient as they. 

The next day was grey and cold, and that night it 
rained a winter rain, with gusts of wind from the north- 
west shaking the panes of the windows and flinging rain 
against them with a slap and a thud, and it was pleasant 
to sit by the fire after dinner and hear wild winter out- 
side. Jeanne had some village affairs to discuss with 
her brother; Isabel sat back in a deep chair and idly 
listened and less idly watched. He always looked very 
handsome by firelight, and remarkably young; it seemed 
no wonder, after all, that so young a man found it im- 
possible to accept a grown-up daughter. The miracle 
was that after his first moment of nebellion he had man- 
aged to be so unconstrained, so natural, keeping his 
distance without being distant, and never infringing on 
her independence. She realized abruptly how angry any 
real assumption of authority, peremptory and brusque, 
would have made her, because he had actually done 
nothing to earn that kind of obedience, and how em- 
barrassed she would have been by any tenderness, be- 
cause she hardly knew him. She had once hoped for 
both, but now, watching him by firelight, she drew 
back from the thought of either. It was Dest as it was. 

Jeanne began a more general topic; she had finished 
the book she had been reading; she said it was very 
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interesting and strange, and urged Isabel to read it. 
“What is it about?” Isabel asked, and she said, “It's 
difficult to say, very strange and odd, about being lost 
and cold at night, and the past opening before one, a 
great ball ... a ghostly story. . . . ’ 

“Are there really no ghosts here?” Isabel inquired, 
and the Duke looked at her curiously. 

“A dank duke from a well, for example, dripping 
aldng the corridor shouting for vengeance?” he sug- 
gested. 

“Mathieu!” said his sister. “Don’t say that; she will 
think of it when she is alone in the dark.” 

“You’ve just ensured that she will,” he said, amused. 
“Are you frightened, Isabel?” 

“No, you must not be frightened,” said Jeanne 
earnestly, “because there has never been a ghost here, 
never. ...” 

“Which is odd,” he said. “That Duke ought to walk, 
I think. So should that lady who leaped off the balcony 
into the river. So should that poor little twin who was 
overlaid by his nurse. There must be ghosts! We are 
simply a crass race insensible to them.” 

“Oh, no,” said Jeanne. “Great-aunt Angele would 
have found them out if there’d been any. She would 
run from the noise of her own footsteps, Isabel; she was 
of a truly abnormal timidity. When she went to bed, 
she would barricade the door. She locked it and barred 
it and barricaded it. Oh, she had all sorts of queer ways, 
Great-aunt Angele. She washed her hair, which hap- 
pened to be very thin, every day. And if she was awake 
at midnight, she would get out of bed and ring a little 
bell.” 

“I didn’t know that,” he said, interested. “She’d 
ring for someone?” 

“No, just shake this little bell in the air. Her maid 
told me, and I heard it a few times myself, when I was 
sleeping in the room next to hers.” 

“Ana why did she do that?” 

“I haven’t the least idea in the world. But she did it.” 
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That’s as mad as Cousin 


“I didn’t know that. . . . 

Thibaut and the earwax.” 

“What was that?” Isabel asked. 

“You don’t want to hear what that was.” 

“Please,” said his sister, her hands on her cheeks, 
“let us forget that Cousin Thibaut and the earwax ever 
existed. He had a plan that it was useful,” she said to 
Isabel. 

“And so he set about collecting it,” said the Duke. * 

“No, that is really nauseating,” Isabel said. 

“Indeed it is,” said Jeanne. “His little spoons! No, 
say something quickly, take it out of my mind! Oh, 
Cephise!” she said to her dog, who had just been let into 
the room, wild with joy because she had got wet and 
had been towelled, which made her feel new and fine. 
She galloped about with such sudden swerves and halts 
that she wrinkled the rug, so happy that no one could 
bear to quell her, though her roughness was worrying. 
She quelled herself after a while and sat steadily panting 
and looking from one to another pf the group, her eyes 
bright and attentive. 

“Remember Great-aunt Pauline’s dog?” said the 
Duke. 

“Poor little monster! A pug,” said Jeanne to Isabel, 
“and Cousin Thibaut was convinced that it was pos- 
sessed. Possessed by an evil spirit, I mean. It was ab- 
surd, that poor little dog.” 

“He used to stand outside a room and refuse to come 
in till he was promised the dog was not there.” 

“And Great-aunt Pauline would put it under her 
shawl or lay a cushion over it and say, All’s safe, come 
in!” 

“Which accomplished nothing,” said the Duke, “be- 
cause no one believed anything she said. She was a 
pathological liar.” Isabel looked at him quickly and 
disbelieving, but he was staring at the fire, amused by 
his memories of his relatives ana quite oblivious of the 
impression of them that he was giving. 

His sister said thoughtfully, “Pathological?” 
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"Congenital, then. Habitual. It’s all one. She 
couldn’t tell the truth to save her life.” 

"Father used to say it wa§ her nurse punishing her so 
for faults, so that she was afraid to tell the truth.” 

"But his father had the same nurse, and he was as 
bold as a lion with the truth.” 

“Much too bold,” said Jeanne, laughing. "But it was 
different for a boy. Grandfather was outrageous,” she 
explained to Isabel, “a perfect tyrant, and out- 
spoken ! He gave his own nicknames to everyone; 

I mean, he invented them for himself; it was a thing he 
did. . . . Me he called — no; I won’t tell.” 

"No, don’t,” said her brother kindly, “because it 
wasn’t true.” 

"Then I don’t mind telling. He called me ‘fat-legs’. 
Oh, I wept over that.” 

“Which pleased him enormously,” said her brother, 
"as you should have realized. He never chose his nick- 
names for truth, only for hurtfulness. It was his method 
of ruling, and my God, it worked as well as any other. 
‘The silent, wise man’ — and poor old father never dared 
open his mouth except to utter a theory, one of his 
theories, one of his causes and consequences. . . .” 

“Poor old father!” said Jeanne with comfortable re- 
signation. "He could not even have his moustaches!” 

“Poor old father!” said her brother, sighing* 

They went on evoking and dismissing grotesque frag- 
ments of people; the past grew thick with faces, and all 
the faces were queer in one way or another — cruel, 
mean, mad, false, fearful. . . . But the fires burned low, 
and Joel was sent in at last to mend them, and then the 
Duke sat forward in his chair to look round at Jo€l, who 
was bending over the other fire, and said, “Never mind, 
bank it up; we shan’t be here much longer. . . . It’s 
late,” he said, and his sister stood up quickly, her eyes 
avoiding Isabel’s eyes. Isabel flushed. Clpnise got up 
and stretched and stood wagging her tail slowly, waiting. 
In the silence Isabel heard the wild noise of the winter 
rain outside. The evening was over. 
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But Jeanne went first up the stairs, and the Duke said 
to Isabel quietly as they followed, walking cautiously up 
the ill-lit steepness of the .small stairway. “Are you still 

troubled by tna,t — that ” She stopped, he came on, 

found no room, and stepped back. “Sorry. . . . Because 
you’ve seemed a little sad since then ... a little sub- 
dued. . . . You mustn’t worry about it. You meant so 
well.” 

“Oh, God,” she said, moving on; “I deserve that.'’ 
“What do you mean?” he asked, really amused. 

She went on to the top of the stairway and saw Jeanne 

E down the corridor with Gephise plodding at her 
“Well-intentioned. I honestly didn’t know any 
better. Think of that!” 

“You spoke in haste,” he said, closing the door at the 
top of the stairs. 

“From the heart. Let’s face it — from the heart. 
Good night.” 

“Good night, sleep well,” he answered automatically, 
but then he put out his hand, not to touch her, merely to 
beg her to wait for a moment. “Of course you are 
resentful ” 

“Resentful?” she said indignantly. “No! I know I 

deserved it. I can see that, even if ” 

“No, no, no, I meant, resentful of — of — on behalf of 
the past, the long neglect, the ...” 

He always found it difficult to mention the circum- 
stances of her birth; that subject made him stutter and 
stammer as no other could do. Probably she was not 
much less sensitive than he took her to be; she considered 
herself hardened, but in point of fact the gentlest refer- 
ence usually succeeded in touching a nerve; but she was 
not sure, with him, how much of her embarrassment was 
simply a reflection of his. “Just once in a while,” she 
said quickly. “Mostly — mostly it was a comfort to me.” 
Then she blushed, feeling that she had debased herself 
with that confession. 

“Until he called you that ugly name.” 

The memory of that had been so overlaid by what 
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followed it that she had to think to know what he meant. 
“Oh, you made that right,” she said. “You made up 
for that. And he’s said w^rse things since then,” she 
added bitterly. 

“Worse? . . . Oh, he’s not to be understood. I don’t 
understand him.” His face grew serious and rather 
gloomy. “Well, never mind. And, Isabel my dear,” he 
szpd, putting his hand lightly on her shoulder, “be as 
generous as you can.” 

She was too great a coward to let him see how that 
idea affected her, and her hatred of Yves rose a degree 
as she heard herself say vaguely, “I know . . .” She 
turned away to walk down the long old corridor, past 
closed, silent doors, to her room. But as she went, three 
words echoed and re-echoed in her head, each time 
smoothing a little more her discomfort, till all was 
smooth: Isabel, my dear. . . . 

The wind and the rain slapped against the window in 
her room; the noise of the wind was hollow in the chim- 
ney. She read for a while in Jeanne’s book after she was 
in bed, with the covers drawn up under her chin and 
only one arm, in the long flannel sleeve of her night- 
gown, outside the covers to manage the book. The fire 
flickered and hissed, and she was warm, and even the 
sound of rain slapping against the window was a pleas- 
ant sound. But she did not like the book, which was 
wistful from the start; it was the good kind of book that 
promises its ending at the very beginning, and the end- 
ing was going to be unhappy, she was sure. She let the 
book go, licked her fingers and pinched out the candle- 
flame, and slid more deeply under the covers. She was 
feeling happy, but her happiness was thin, and beneath 
it all the unhappiness and uncertainty of her whole life 
lay waiting to be aroused, as always. Whenever the 
slow drift into sleep began, the thin skin of happiness 
sank under the weight of it and threatened to break and 
let nightmare loose. But it did not break, it dissolved, 
and she was far down the dark slope, on the brink of 
the last soft, terrifying drop into lawless sleep, when she 
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was startled by the opening of the door that she faced as 
she lay in bed, the door in the panelling; and Co usin 
Barnabe’s servant looked in with a candle in a glass 
chimney held over his head, a yellow flicker of light in 
red darkness illumining a deformed face. 

She should not have been frightened of him, and she 
would not have been — Yves’s word for him came into 
her head, but she instantly rejected it — but she had been 
startled from sleep, and it is always disturbing to face the 
world while the doors of sleep, opening into the mad 
world of dreams, are still open; and besides, his clear- 
speaking brown eyes were much alarmed, and that 
alarmed her. He was looking for someone, and he was 
very much frightened. She sat up, struggling with the 
heavy bedclothes, and that struggle itself made her 
heartbeat hurry, and so increased her fear. And then, 
suddenly and terribly in the night silence, Cephise be- 
gan barking, and she had never heard Cephise bark at 
night before. She got out of bed in one movement and 
ran from the strange creature in the other doorway, 
thudding barefoot down the cold, creaking floor of the 
dim corridor to the turning, where she met her father, 
still decorous and usual in black and white, with a 
cigarette in his hand, and flung herself upon him. 

“But what is it?” lie said. “Was Cephise barking at 
you?” 

“It’s nothing,” she said, feeling? so safe now that she 
was already ashamed of her wild flight. “I saw 
Barnabe’s servant ” 

“But you’re not afraid of him \ ” he said indignantly. 

“Only, he was looking for someone,” she said. 

“Oh, come,” he said, confidently, disbelievingly, but 
he raised his head to look past her, and his fingers 
tightened absently on her arm. Then he put her into 
the tremulous red gloom and brown shadows of his 
room, flung his cigarette towards the hearth, and went 
out into the corridor again. It was an unfamiliar room, 
with unfamiliar corners and dark crannies between 
black chests and wardrobes and high, curtained bed, and 
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her fears came marching back on her like a nightmare 
army swelling up impossibly large as they came, as high 
as the world, as endless as tape. “Stay here,” he said, 
“and fasten the bolt,” closirig the door between them. 
“But fasten the bolt,” he repeated outside in the pas- 
sage, sounding already far away. But she could not; she 
was afraid of being alone; locking the door seemed lock- 
ing herself away from safety. Even when his footsteps 
went away down the creaking corridor, she did not 
shoot the bolt; it seemed such a useless thing to do. She 
could not help herself. She was in a state of blank, 
mindless terror. 

It must have been the dark uncertainty of her child- 
hood, the sense of being hated, of being unwanted and 
unprotected, that rose up now like a great wind out of 
darkness to blow out the little candle of her courage. 
They do not count for much, those habits of indepen- 
dence that one acquires as one grows up, when elemen- 
tal memories of helplessness in a world of huge over- 
hanging menace are aroused. And there were other 
nearer memories to enforce them, the feelings inspired 
by the evening’s talk, the words used of Cousin Barnabe 
— “quite harmless almost always. . . .” 

She did not know what had happened, and she did 
not try to think what it could be; she did not enlarge 
her fear by imagining possible and dreadful reasons, for 
it. She did not have to. Panic suffocated her. She was 
afraid for herself, for her father, and even for Barnabas 
servant — afraid in a total way, filled to every corner 
with fear. She stumbled through the moving shadows 
and dim light to the chair by the fire and doubled herself 
up in it, head first, burrowing into it, with her arms 
folded over her head, pressing against the worn leather 
cushion until the top of her head hurt. It was a mad 
thing to do, but it seemed sensible to her then, or at least 
necessary. Darkness crawled over her shoulders; the 
world behind her remained more real than the world 
she sought. Then there was a polite knock on the door, 
and a gentle voice that she had never heard before said 
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softly, “Mathieu?” and she began to whimper and could 
not stop, though she told herself in an agony of appre- 
hensiveness that the sounds she made were being listened 
to, were puzzling someone and attracting him. She 
became two people, one whimpering, the other knowing 
that the sounds would bring danger in, but unable to 
stop them. 

Then she heard the Duke’s persuasive voice saying, 
“Come now, come now . . and then, quietly but 
urgently, “What has he got?” and then tnere was a 
flurry of footsteps on the creaking floor and a thud and 
the wall shook and a man screamed through clenched 
teeth, a horrible sound. After a while there was silence 
— a sudden silence, it seemed — but there must have been 
sounds of departure that she did not notice. She 
drowned in the silence, heard from the distant surface 
the handle of the door being shaken impatiently, and 
sank more deeply into dark depths of silence, resigned 
to whatever might come, but refusing to meet it. 

Someone pulled her up from the chair with an ex- 
clamation of surprise and concern. The same chair re- 
ceived them both again, her nightgown was tucked over . 
her cold feet, and she opened her eyes to see the ends o& 
a black tie, badly twisted and wrinkled, lying across the 
front of a smudged white shirt. “It’s all right now, it’s 
all right,” he said, rocking her a little, as if she were 
three years old and he were used'to soothing children 
who were wakened by bad dreams. The fire was low; 
its glowing heart had disintegrated in white ashes and 
charred wood. The wind was quieter. “It’s all right,” 
he said again, and there was a note of amusement in 
his voice that she caught and was more reassured by 
than by anything he said, because it was so like him. 
He was not just a dependable grown-up, he was him- 
self, able to laugh at the situation he was in. And be- 
coming aware of him as himself, out of her profound 
respect for him she made a move to extricate him from a 
situation that he thought comical. “No, no, that's all 
right,” he said. “Only I haven’t held a child since I was 
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twenty and a godfather for the one single time. I think 
I do it rather well, don’t you? Are you feeling better? 

. . . No, no, you are quite s^fe now, it’s all nght. . . . 
It’s a long child, though, isn’t it? A tall child. . . 
However ...” 

“I’m all right now,” she said, getting to her feet; but 
she felt at once that it was not much fun to stand alone, 
and when she looked at his face, dark and flushed and 
tired, her heart ached with a queer mingling of shyness 
and pity. “You’ve been very comforting.” 

“You’ve been rather comforting yourself. An antidote. 
Come back, if you like,” he said with a yawn. 

“But why should you have him on your hands, if he’s 
like that?” she said furiously. 

“I am the head of the house, after all. And he knows 
where he is and loves it here. I couldn’t send him away 
— how could I? This has never happened before, you 
know, and it won’t happen again.” 

“Is he mad?” 

“Docile as a rule, but sometimes violent. Then he 
wants to kill me,” he said, yawning again, a thorough 
yawn that- ended in a shudder. “I’m tired as all hell 
and the seven devils. Excuse me.” 

“To kill you?” 

“Mad, isn’t it? But he is mad. If he went for his 
enemies — supposing he had them — he would be sane. 
Q.E.D. You look a bit chilly. Sit down on the hearth 
and warm yourself a little.” He took up the poker and 
pushed the hot, charred logs together so that they 
smoked and hissed and then flickered into warming 
flame, and he brought an old woollen dressing-gown 
and a pair of slippers for her to put on. “Do you want 
a cigarette?” he said through another yawn. 

“No,” she said, and he took one for himself and lit it 
and came to poke at the fire again without any visible 
impatience. 

“No, he’s never wandered before — of course we keep 
him locked up, but he’s never seemed to take any inter- 
est in leaving his rooms . . . and he’s easy to read — 
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one can see his moments of violence coming, and then a 
little distraction, a little conversation, usually heads 
them off.” 

“Do people know?” 

“No one knows except us, the family,” he said. “The 
others think him a hermit, a recluse — almost a saint; 
but that’s because of his servant, the impression his 
servant gives, I think. They do strange and lovely 
things for him, the maids — they bring nosegays of 
spring flowers for him — for Barnaul They feel so 
sorry for him, because they think he has despaired of 
the world, which seems a charming place to them. 
People can be very nice.” He yawned again. “Well, 
how are you now? Ready to go?” She stood quite still, 
thinking, trying to persuade herself. There had been 
only him, and then only this room and him, but now 
there were the other rooms too, room after room to the 
walls, and beyond the walls the dark winter night, and 
morning far away. “What is it?” 

“Only my room has no bolts on the doors.” 

He made a face and looked at his watch. “Oh, I 
can’t wake poor Jeanne again. . . . It’s perfectly safe 
now, you know; there won’t be any more distur- 
bances ” He looked at her thoughtfully and pursed 

his lips and shook his head. “No. No. And I don’t 
blame you. I feel the same.” He took up the candle and 
opened a door beside the chimney-piece to peer into a 
room there, and she felt like a guest outstaying all the 
other guests, a bore, a nuisance; but she could not help 
it. “Would this do, I wonder? There’s a bed, cold as 
ice, I’ve no doubt, unaired, unwarmed. . . . I’ve never 
had occasion to sleep there. . . . Except once, when this 
great wreck lost its grip on itself ana collapsed. ... It 
needed new pins, or something. ...” 

She stood in a fine torment of conflicting desires — 
wanting to make a show of bravery, after all, wanting 
Jeanne to give her shelter, wanting not to make a 
nuisance of nerself by objecting to any arrangement he 
chose to make — and helplessly watched him grope for 
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the stoneware hot-water bottle in his bed and take it into 
the other room and come back to open the doors of a 
wardrobe and pull an eiderdown from the top shelf. 
He gave the doors a careless push to close them, but she 
caught a glimpse of his clothes — the grey tweeds, the 
brown tweeds, a dark grey suit that she had never seen 

him wear — clothes that knew him well. “Honestly ” 

she said when he came back without the eiderdown. 

He looked at her inquiringly. “What, then?” he said, 
and then, still sleepily staring, he laughed at some pri- 
vate joke that had crossed his mind. “Say it?” 

“I’m sorry to be such a coward.” 

“Oh, my dear child ” He shrugged his shoulders 

tolerantly. “Do you remember ” He stopped and 

pressed both hands to his head. “Now, what was it I was 
going to say? Oh, yes. Do you remember when you 
ordered your breakfast of me? That was not so cow- 
ardly. There is courage and courage. . . . Come, to bed 
with you, and let me get some sleep too!” 

The room next door was cold as a tomb and very dark 
when the door was closed. Black though the night was, 
the single window showed pale in the blackness of the 
room. The narrow bed had sheets on it, and they were 
like ice; her feet grappled at once with the stoneware 
bottle, which was pleasantly warm. She heard him pre- 
paring for bed in the next room, whistling under his 
breath. He left the*> room once, came back, opened 
drawers and shut them, dropped a shoe; and then he 
came to the door. “Comfortable now?” he said. 

“Yes, very,” she said, managing to control her chat- 
tering teeth long enough to say that much. 

“Then, sleep well, my child,” he said, mocking him- 
self as before, and he went away, leaving the door 
slightly ajar. She heard the springs of his bed creak as 
he climbed into it. 

She did not sleep well. She slept, in fact, hardly at 
all, cold as she was, with all the dreadful night to think 
over now that the hurry of it was past, with all the long, 
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lonely darkness of silent corridors and empty rooms to 
explore in imagination, meeting the lunatic at every 
corner and behind every door, and with a nearer anxiety 
to evade if she could, the puzzle of her almost intoler- 
able uneasiness in a situation that was, after all, quite 
natural and proper. She could not understand herself. 

The stoneware bottle grew cold before her feet got 
warm, and she gave up hope of sleep, shuddered and 
shivered and remembered and wondered, heard the 
distant stable clock send its thin note along the wind 
and down the chimney, telling the hours — three o’clock, 
four o’clock — and. woke from an extraordinarily real 
dream in which she somehow had seen herself talking 
with great earnestness on a storm-darkened lawn to her 
closest relative, pouring her heart out in some pro- 
foundly satisfying way, telling him how completely she 
belonged to him and to some other man whose identity 
they both seemed to know, though he shook his head 
and seemed troubled by some of the professions of love 
she bestowed equally on both, .seeming to disclaim it 
for himself with frowns and hesitant gestures. But she 
saw herself insist; she was triumphantly sure; and the 
contentment of having «.c last known her mind and 
thoroughly spoken it lingered with her for a minute or 
two when she woke. She lay in sleepy warmth reaffirm- 
ing the dream, happy that everything was clear to her 
at last, and clear to them, the two; and then she felt a 
jolt, as of a fault in logic subsiding underfoot, because 
there had seemed to be two but now she could remem- 
ber only one, the Duke, the man sleeping in the next 
room, breathing heavily, turning over now and then, 
once muttering aloud in his sleep. 

The sense of the dream remained so strong and the 
truth was so undeniable that the world seemed dislo- 
cated between them, and she felt herself in the ludicrous 
but truly terrifying position of one standing astride a 
widening gap in the earth itself, not knowing which way 
to jump for safety. It was a waking nightmare; it had 
the same sort of reality as the bed she lay in, as the man 
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asleep in the next room; it was more real than her self, 
which had somehow got lost in the dark. She wanted a 
light, she wanted the door\ closed, she desperately 
wanted morning. 

But the grey gradual dawn made things no better. 
The room grew defined and closed her in with un- 
familiarity; in bookcases along the wall gold titles on 
glossy leather winked palely behind glass; grey light fell 
on a neatly brushed hearth and a comfortable tapestry 
chair that she had never seen before. Over and over 
again, as daylight grew, she directed herself to get up 
and go quietly through the next room and down the pas- 
sage to her own room, the safety of which was the same 
yeamed-for unreachable goal that it had been on the 
second evening of her visit. She could not now, as then, 
quite make herself take the first step towards it. She 
kept waiting for a better moment to move, and morning 
came, she heard a door open, smelled coffee, heard the 
clink of china and the rattle of curtains being pulled 
back, and knew that she had waited too long. 

A sleepy, confident voice said, “Good morning, 
Amaud. . . . Good God! what a night,” and Arnaud 
said that the wind had brought a willow tree down. 
“Oh, not really? Was it that bad? . . . Oh, by the 
way, Miss Regan is asleep in there. She had a fright 
last night, poor child! She ran into Cousin Barnabe’s 
servant suddenly in the passage — she hadn’t seen him 
before, and ...” Amaud grunted sympathetically. 
“You might have someone look out a pair of bolts for 
the doors of her room — they should have bolts. . . . Oh, 
and I want the car for nine- thirty, God help me! I 
could sleep another ten hours, I think. What’s the news 
of Raymond?” he said, picking up the threads of his 
day as he took a sip of not coffee with gusto, rather 
noisily, and Amaud said that there had been no word of 
Raymond, but that was a good sign; and they fell into 
talk about this and that, comfortably, congenially, 
sharing the same point of view, though one was past 
sixty and a butler and the other was under forty and a 
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duke; and by the sounds, the younger man finished 
breakfast, got out of bed, and began to shave. 

The conversation continued, quiet and easy, and 
Isabel lay on, her side and listened, ready to shut her 
eyes and pretend sleep if anyone came unto the room, 
but she was not relaxed, she was stiff with the strain of 
preparing her own escape. He had explained her pres- 
ence with his customary serene assurance that whatever 
he chose to do was fitting and right, and Amaud had 
listened in the same spirit. Once upon a time she would 
simply have docilely waited for him to manage the rest 
as well. But she. had reached the extremity of self- 
distrust where one fears that any sort of leaning will 
make one crack in two, where one chooses between 
dissolution and standing alone. She listened for her first 
opportunity to make a run for it, and while she listened, 
she freed herself of all her encumbrances. She cast off 
that imaginary exquisite Isabel who had so stubbornly 
refused to take possession of her ; she got rid of her dream 
of being the daughter of the house ; she threw away all her 
expectations of the future and all her hopes and plans of 
the past. 

“No, I’m going to hi-*e a bath,” he said abruptly, 
apparently interrupting Amaud in something Arnaud 
was doing or about to do, and she remembered — it was 
her first facing of it by daylight — last night’s obscene 
struggle with a lunatic, the large, dark, murderous 
alarm that had filled the night. 

They both seemed to leave the room; at least, silence 
came and remained unbroken while she counted thirty; 
and she got up and ran as she was, in her nightgown, her 
feet bare, through the next room, round the corner, and 
down the passage to her own room, and she seemed to run 
more swiftly for being at last her narrow self and nothing 
more, her narrow self stripped and pruned of desires. 

She dressed at once; she was sedately armoured in her 
blue suit and stiff brogues when Louise came with the 
breakfast tray just as usual; but she took.it brusquely 
from Louise’s hands, which she regretted afterwards, 
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remembering the rebuffed look on the girl’s pleasant 
face. But at the time it was the best she could do in the 
way of meeting people. The effort of the smallest smile, 
the briefest exchange of courtesies, would have, she felt, 
tipped her off the narrow ledge above abysses where she 
stood alone. She ate her breakfast with a kind of mind- 
less animal enjoyment, as if it were a drug that took her 
out of the troubled world for a while; and Louise re- 
turned to do the room and remove the tray. This time 
Isabel succeeded in smiling stiffly at her. But this time 
Louise would have understood a continuation of her 
unusual humour. She had heard the version of the 
night’s events that the Duke had set forth, and she was all 
sympathy. She perfectly understood that the first seeing 
of so deformed a face would be a shock for anyone, but 
she urged Isabel never to be frightened of him again, 
because he was a saint, M. Barnabe’s servant, a true 
saint, though he looked so queer. 

“Yes,” said Isabel, “I know . . .” and then she was 
safely alone in her own small room, alone with the cold 
drops of rain dripping from the stone drip-cap at the 
top of the window and sometimes swerving in the wind 
to streak the glass and sometimes falling straight to 
splash dully on the soaked stone ledge, alone with the 
fire whispering and hissing secretly to itself. She was 
horribly tired. She lay down on the bed as she was, but 
she could not sleep, she could not even close her eyes. 
She lay still, listening to the tiny ticking of her own 
watch, staring at the ceiling, for a long time, wondering 
what she was to do now, but coming to no conclusions. 

There was a sudden rush of roaring sound outside, 
subsiding in a splashing noise that itself subsided before 
she had reached the window to look out. She saw Yves’s 
grey car below, its sides splashed with mud, its top 
glistening with wet, both front doors open. Out of one 
came Henry Dolphin in a brown felt hat and a mackin- 
tosh buttoned up to his chin, out of the other, of course, 
came Yves, who had understood her, she thought, so 
much, much better than she had understood herself. 
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Affection and desire, even the warmest affection and 
the most transient desire, are as different as the two 
faces of a coin, but it is a transparent coin, and in certain 
lights the other side will shine confusingly through. But 
Isabel did not know that. She left her window before 
either of the doors of the car had been slammed shut 
again and hurried in thoughtless panic through the 
room that Daphne had had, through the two bare rooms 
next to it, down the spiral staircase in the wall to Yves’s 
room, and through the glass doors to the terrace. She 
ran the wet length of the terrace to the door at the other 
end; from there she circled round into the great hall and 
climbed the stairs to the guardroom. 

Back and forth in the guardroom she walked for a 
while, and she felt the better for it. Bad weather does 
not help troubles; fine weather makes them worse; a 
rich room isolates one with them; shabbiness adds 
trouble to them ; but ancient empty rooms where melan- 
choly events are known to have taken place almost cure 
them. They cannot help shrinking when they come to 
mingle with such a collection of tragedy. In this room a 
duke had fenced for pleasure with his nephew and, 
stumbling as he lunged, had driven his light sword 
through the nephew’s throat and then had tried to stab 
himself in his remorse; and at one of those balconied 
windows, on a fresh morning in June, a daughter of the 
house had paused for a moment to look at the weather 
as she chatted with friends with whom she was going to 
stroll the gardens and had suddenly stepped out and 
thrown fierself over the balustrade into the river far 
below, for no reason that was ever discovered. In a 
room nearby a duchess had taken seven months to 
die miserably of what must have been poison, and in 
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another the belle of her day had been forced into marriage 
to a senile duke who had already buried three wives and 
who was soon able to bury & fourth and find a fifth. 
All those unhappy people had nad greater troubles than 
Isabel’s, and they were dead with them, and she was 
still alive to deal with hers and perhaps overcome it. 
And overhead, moving about at that very moment in 
the; top cells of this splendid empty honeycomb, was a 
man who lived a lonely inhuman distortion of life that 
made her almost hug her human troubles to her heart. 
It was better, far better, to be bad than mad. 

She went slowly down the stairs again, round to the 
terrace, and along the terrace to Yves’s room. She did 
not remember till she was opening the glass doors the 
discovery that she had left on his table to confound him. 
But it did not seem to matter much now, and she entered 
the room without pause. 

Yves and Henry Dolphin were just going out of the 
room; they looked back when they heard the glass doors 
open and close. Yves’s face was sallow with pallor. 
The portfolio and the manuscript were gone from the 
table. She met his eyes recklessly. 

He did not speak, however, and Henry took a diffi- 
dent step or two towards her and hesitated, not sure what 
he wanted to do. The last time they had seen each other, 
they had shaken hands and he had wished her good luck 
and she had said, “Thank you very much, Mr Dolphin,” 
but since then he had written her a letter with post- 
scripts. She said, “Hullo,” and he grinned and said, 
“Hullo ...” He looked sprawly and faded after the 
dark definite French people that she had become used 
to seeing; he looked out of place and seemed to feel it. 
She remembered his sunless, grey-green office, bare and 
spare and a little innocent and awkward in its striving 
for an effect. Even on a rainy February morning, this 
room was sun-coloured and relaxed, easy in its elegance, 
gracious and spacious and golden. 

Yves had gone. “It’s time for lunch, I think,” said 
Isabel, glancing at her watch. Henry held the door 
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open. As she passed him, he said vaguely, “You’re look- 
ing very well,” but he added as their footsteps echoed 
through the empty rooms, “No, as a matter of fact you 
look awful.”-, 

She laughed. “I hardly slept last night,” she said, and 
went on quickly, “The storm kept me awake.” 

“Was it much of a storm?” 

“Just windy, you know.” 

“I hate wind myself,” he said, and they crossed* the 
passage and the hall in silence and entered the drawing- 
room, where Jeanne was still giving an amazed and 
delighted welcome to Yves, who soon quelled her enthus- 
iasm with short answers, fretted beyond measure by a 
humour so out of tune with his own. She remembered 
having met Henry before, and they reminded each other 
of the occasion. Then she said, “My brother is a little 
late,” and there was silence except for the thin spatter 
of rain on the window-panes, the rustle of the fires on the 
two hearths, and the sharp ticking of the gilt-and-marble 
clock that stood on the ebony Ijowboy. The two wings 
of the door into the dining-room were barely ajar; 
through the crack Isabel could see Arnaud standing at 
the sideboard, quietly . , atching some activity at the 
invisible table. 

Then the Duke came in and caught her eye and made 
her a secret grimace of harassed disgust. “So here you 
are again, Yves,” he said blankly, not bothering with 
apologies for his lateness, probably not conscious of it, 
and she watched him shaking hands with Henry as if 
she had never seen him in the flesh before — and that 
was nearly the case. He had been to her really no 
more than a living portrait in a frame, the portrait of a 
duke, the portrait of a father, to be freely admired and 
adored by her, with never a danger of any three- 
dimensioned conflict or collision between them; and 
her dre^m had been to join him in a frame of her own, 
as the portrait of a daughter. But last night the frame 
had vanished — it had always been an illusion, but the 
illusion had vanished — and he had becoihe as real as 
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she was, a vulnerable beset human being, a man pri- 
vately thinking and feeling, not aloof and lofty in a 
frame, but moving in the saide maze that was bewil- 
dering her. 

There was not a great deal of conversation at lunch. 
Jeanne asked Henry what he thought of Yves’s history; 
he said that he had not read it yet, but professed a great 
eagerness to see it, perhaps on the decent principle of 
paying for his luncn. Isabel thought of the two type- 
scripts that she had burned and minced into black ashes 
with a poker. She glanced sidelong at Yves, who sat 
beside her. She had no idea of doing more than she had 
done, but she caught in herself a hint of a desire that he 
should affront her again, because now she had a way of 
paying him back. He had flushed and grown pale 
again. He stared at his plate and made a modest non- 
committal answer; and Henry, playing the same game, 
as he thought, said something encouraging, to which 
Jeanne hopefully took exception on Yves’s behalf. 
Henry then said more than he meant and immediately 
regretted it; and Jeanne was more delighted and proud 
than ever. The lunch was good. The food was good, 
the fire was warm, the service was careful. But Isabel 
saw Henry beginning to wonder whether or not he 
owed it to himself to take offence at his host’s silence. It 
always put him a little off balance to say more than he 
meant. 

He sat like a sack, Isabel thought; all thq life in him 
was concentrated in his intelligent grey eyes. When he 
spoke, his words were sometimes underlined by a smile 
or the absence of a smile, or pointed by a change of ex- 
pression about the eyes, but never by small exact ges- 
tures of the hand, an almost imperceptible alteration in 
posture, a tilt of the head, a movement of the shoulders, 
a sudden stillness. . . . Beside her, Yves sighed and re- 
laxed. He had seen his way. “I want to talk to you, 
after lunch,” he murmured. She did not answer. Her 
calm was wearing off; the strange panic of the morning 
was looming over her again, simply because everything 

172 



she saw or heard or thought of brought her back to one 
person, who had become the measure, the point of re- 
ference, the comparison, the standard, the magnetic 
centre, the heart of her life; and that load of involun- 
tary concentration was hard to carry with an even step. 

When lunch was over, as they all moved irresolutely 
through the drawing-room, Yves came up behind her 
and took hold of her arm, saying coolly, “Come along. 
Jeanne will take care of Henry.” 

“I’ve nothing to talk to you about,” she said, turning 
to face him in a way that freed her arm, and promptly 
moving on as soon as it was free. 

“You’ve questions to ask, I should imagine. And I’ve 
answers to give.” 

“Not to me. It’s none of my affair,” she said con- 
temptuously. 

“But I said I want to talk to you,” he said, and there 
seemed to be a smile in his light voice. “You will do as 
I ask, please.” 

She shook her head and was immensely surprised 
when he took hold of her arm again in a pinching way 
that was meant to hurt her and did. His trivial face was 
tight with anger, the silly anger of weightless authority 
defied. She gave him an amazed stare as she jerked her 
arm free once more and moved away from him; and 
when he came after her again, his hand outstretched, she 
felt so indignant at being pawed about in this fashion by 
someone she despised that she struck his hand down and 
backed towards the door, past Jeanne, watching open- 
mouthed, and Henry, who looked astonished ; ana the 
colour was high in her face as she saw that the whole 
incident had been observed. She pushed the door shut 
behind her; it opened again at once, but she did not 
glance back till she had reached the outer door, and 
then she saw Yves pettishly trying to shake himself clear 
of his cousin as he cried, “But she must listen to me — 

she must hear me ” She went out into the cold, 

grey, drippy afternoon, rather sick with a mixture of 
emotions. The chilly air felt good; and it was good to 
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feel hard stone underfoot and the openness of sky over- 
head. 

“Isabel,” the Duke called behind her, and she con- 
trolled a momentary impulse to run, and waited for him 
to overtake her. He carried an extra coat, which he 
dropped carelessly over her shoulders and absently ad- 
justed as he said, “It’s all too much to bear, I know, that 
sort of thing, after last night. But do try not to irritate 
him, all the same, will you? He can be so difficult. And 
you’re in a mood to go to extremes — your nerves are on 
edge. And he might not take it well.” 

“I’m not afraid of him.” 

“I know that. But I am.” She looked up at him 
quickly. He was not looking at her, he was busy with 
me coat, and his dark face was all one complicated 
despondent scowl. “And how I should have loved a 
little peace and quiet for a while,” he said, putting the 
collar of the coat straight, “after last night. . . . All 
right. Listen to me.” 

“I know, I know . . .” she said uncertainly, and then 
she took a step backwards. “No, I’ve got to quarrel 
with him if he quarrels with me. I’ve got to stand alone 
in it. It’s between him and me. But I don’t want to 
stir him up. I just want him to leave me alone.” 

“I know I shouldn’t interfere.” 

“You have every right to, of course, but . . .” 

“Have I?” he said, looking at her, and his eyes grew 
puzzled, as if he saw in her face or felt in her manner 
something that he could not quite understand. She 
busied herself putting on the coat that he had so care- 
fully arranged as a cape. He said, “All right. . . . But 
there’s one thing you might do for me. There’s a man 
who’s just come outside, an Englishman, I think. He 
seems to be cleaning his shoes against the steps at the 
moment — odd thing to be doing: was there mud in- 
side? But hfe’s got his eye on you. Beckon to him, give 
him a kind word; he looks so forlorn.” 

She was baffled for a moment; then she made a 
shrewd guess. “And that will keep me out of dear 
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Yves’s path for a while?” she said, relieved by that 
idea in spite of herself. 

“I hope so,” he said, laughing, but his eyes were 
tired. “I hope so. . . .” He walked on through the 
archway towards the stable yard and his office. 

She turned and waved at Henry, who lifted his hand 
and came quickly towards her across the grey satin-wet 
stones of the pavement. “Have you a moment?” ^ he 
said. “Are you free? Because I thought you might* be 
kind enough to show me round the chateau a bit — I’m 
only here for this one day, you know; I go in the 
morning.” Though he smiled briefly, his face remained 
serious, almost stern, and he fidgeted uneasily about as 
he spoke. 

With her hand out, palm up, she indicated the arch- 
way in silence, apd they went through it into the de- 
serted, weather-beaten beauty of the central courtyard, 
the pale colonnades, the rippling steps, the well, the 
great circle of sallow lawn. It was reassuring to be 
there with him, he was so not in the spell of those 
things, they were so careless of him. “Here we see,” she 
began rather cheerfully, “the great well of the Chateau 
de Ferrongalles,” but he shook his head and said, “I 
don’t care for wells, somehow, let’s go inside,” and he 
stalked across the grass and up the lovely steps without 
even noticing them, pushing open one wing of the tall 
old door and continuing on up the stairs inside without 
taking notice of anything. “I didn’t come here to see 
Yves’s rotten manuscript,” he said, climbing steadily 
upwards. “That was just an excuse for seeing you.” 

“And now that you’ve seen me, what’s on your 
mind?” 

“I think you had better get out of here,” he said 
roughly. 

“What on earth do you mean?” 

“Don’t let’s ask what on earth do I mean and all 
that; it’s such a waste of time, isn’t it? I mean I regret 
like the very devil and all sending you here. It was the 
mistake of the century, and I feel responsible.” 
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He left the stairs at the top of the first curving flight. 
“This is the guardroom,” she said. 

“I don’t care if it’s the guardroom or the chapel or 
the chief withdrawing-room for retired chimney- 
sweeps, I want to know what is the situation here?” 

“Honestly, I don’t know how to answer that. It’s too 
large a question!” 

.What was wrong with Yves? What was he trying 
to do to you?” 

“Just trying to bully me a bit, that was all. It was 
nothing,” she said cautiously. 

“But why should he want to bully you? What’s been 
happening? What’s it all about?” 

“I don’t know what you mean !” 

He pressed his lips together. Then he said, “I’ll put 
it simply. . . . You must know that you’re enough like 
the Duke to be his daughter, a most astonishing resem- 
blance, I had no idea. . . . Well, what has he done about 
it? How has he explained you?” 

That was not quite the simple statement he had 
meant to make; he had drawn back at the last moment 
from the obvious truth, afraid, she realized, that it was 
a sore subject for her — her illegitimacy. But her answer 
was the answer to everything, said and unsaid. “You 
don’t understand how things are done in a place like 
this. He hasn’t explained me at all, he doesn’t have to. 
Why should he?” > 

“Good God! Isabel, the servants, for one thing. Do 
you think they haven’t noticed that you’re the image, 
the absolute image ” 

“No, but you don’t understand! They would no 
more show anything — why, he could bring in a dozen 
girls every one of them his mirror image and no one 
would even blink. Or at least they’d blink and that’s 
all. They certainly wouldn’t demand explanations. If 
he ignored these images, they’d be ignored by everyone; 
if he treated them civilly, everyone would treat them 
civilly. That’s all.” 

After a moment he said, “I think I feel a little sick. 
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I mean, that you accept that sort of I-am-the-Lord- 
God-AImighty arrogance and total lack of innate decent 
awareness of o^her people’s natural feelings without the 

slightest show of surprise or indignation or For God’s 

sake, Isabel, where has it gone, that Sarah Siddons pride 
I loved so well?” 

She saw that remark fly past her and did not even 
think, Look into it later, being wholly occupied by. the 
first part of what he had said. “I think this is very 
strange of you, when he’s been so civil to you and 
you’re, after all, in his house ” 

“Oh, Isabel,” he said. 

“Now what is it?” 

He walked across the old bare brown tiles of the floor 
to windows smeared and a-trickle with cold rain and 
stood there with his back to her, looking out, tall and 
slack, arms hanging loose, fingers limply curled, 
shoulders unexpressive ; but in his head his brain was 
busy. “It wouldn’t make any difference to me, you 
know,” he said at last. “It doesn’t.” 

“What?” 

“You know. If it’s true- -if it were true. It’s nothing 
to do with you, and it’s nothing to me.” 

“In what way?” 

“Don’t tease me,” he said simply, and she felt sorry, 
but she also felt unjustly rebuked, because she was not 
really sure that she knew what he meant. “Shall I say 
it straight out?” 

“No. . . . This is rather a chipped-looking sort of 
room, isn’t it? It’s had hard use. . . . Round the 
chimney-pieces specially . . people kicking their heels 
here on rainy days like this one, gossiping about old 
campaigns, I imagine them ...” 

“The mistake of the century,” he said, staring out of 
the window. “Why did I do it?” 

“I’ve wondered why myself.” 

“Oh, it seemed a rather good joke on Yves, that’s all. 
I think that was all.” 

“And a rather good joke on me?” 
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He stood very still. “I really do feel a most enormous 
contempt for myself,” he said finally without turning. 

“I didn’t mean that — it was just a — a stab in the 
dark ” 

“Very much a stab. And very much deserved.” He 
turned to face her. He looked pale and angry. 

She said, “I mean, a shot in the dark.” 

He paid no attention. 

“fcut I didn’t plan anything like this, believe me. I 
thought Yves would be mildly . . . irked ... to find 
himself with a secretary who looked like a relative — 
possibly an unexplainable sort of relative — I didn’t 
think it was unexplainable, I thought it all perfectly 
legitimate — oh, God. You know what I mean. I only 
hoped he’d be a bit annoyed — he’s always been so hot 
on the subject of his very blue blood, forever making 
these casual references to the Duke his grandfather and 
the Duke his cousin, never letting anyone forget for a 
moment that he was Yves d’Ayz de Ferrongalles with a 
pedigree as long as I don’t know what — I didn’t dream 
there’d be this fantastic Duke to get mixed up in it. 

Believe me. Of that there was a ” He stopped, 

angry with himself. “He is your father, isn’t he?” She 
shrugged her shoulders, and a sudden shiver ran over 
her. “And was he glad to see you?” 

“Not awfully, at first.” 

“But is it all right now?” 

She did not especially want to answer that question, 
but quite apart from that her mind seemed to slip and 
skid past it like a gear-wheel with cogs missing, and she 
said instead, as if it were an answer, “Should people tell 
the truth, do you think?” * 

“Depends on who to. To whom. Whom to.” But 
while he played with that, his eyes were fixed anxiously 
on her, his mind was all on what she might be going to 
say. 

She meant to speak out boldly; she found herself 
rambling off into the complicated background of her 
doubts — partly because she wanted the light of his 
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experience on that, too, but partly, disgustingly, because 
she was afraid he would be disappointed in her. “I 
mean,” she said, “polite people don’t talk about some 
things, hoping they’ll go away if they aren’t noticed, it 
seems. . . . No, it’s different with him. . . . He doesn’t 
talk about them because he doesn’t understand them 
and feels quite sure he can’t. . . . He’s quite comfortable 
with everything blurred — he takes things as they are. 
. . . But it isn’t natural for me, do you see? I haven’t 
been myself since I came. I mean, I don’t talk about 
things because — because I’ve been afraid of what people 
would think. ... I mean, that they’d despise me. I 
mean, I couldn’t go round talking about how I was 
illegitimate and didn’t know who my father was, be- 
cause then they might . . . Well, you see. But at home 
my mother called me a bastard a dozen times a week. 
And she never pretended, except as a matter of cold 
policy. Never, I mean, because facing the truth made 
her uncomfortable.” She felt the encouragement that 
comes when a listener listens. There was nothing but 
sympathy and attention and understanding in his grey 
eyes, “Well, you see, I thinl» basically I like things out- 
spoken and clear-cut too. If they come in question at 
all, I mean. At least, I think I have it in me to feel most 
at home with plain speaking. But it’s . . . obscured. . . . 
I’ve picked up a sort of half-baked delicacy, a — a 
teashop refinement,” she protested, huddling herself in 
her coat with an effect of shrinking within it, “that isn’t 
the least bit natural to me. And I just don’t know what 
really is done and what isn’t. And I’m too much a 
coward to risk it. I mean, what about other people’s 
secrets? What about things you find out by accident 
but that are bad? I mean, that they have no right to 
keep a secret?” 

‘T suppose it depends on what you’d gain by telling.” 

“I’d gain, all right. I’d lower somebody I want to see 
lowered. . . . But that’s not the point!” she said, 
startled. “Or at least not the whole point. The thing is, 
I’m not sure it is bad, and I’d like to know. That’s the 
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main thing. I don’t feel any burning desire to tell for the 
sake of telling, but I would like to know what it amounts 

to )) \ 

• 

Still watching her, he shook his head doubtfully, 
meaning jthat he could hardly commit himself yet, but 
smiled, as if to say that he was determined to make the 
best of her side of it. It was the friendliness in his eyes 
that made her turn and walk the echoing length of the 

S iardroom and back, her arms folded, her head bent. 

e liked her, and that was what she could not risk. 
That was what she had never been able to risk — the 
affection that people might feel for her. But she no 
longer dared to be weak, even in a quarter where 
strength did not particularly matter. 

She stopped by another window, a dozen feet away 
from Henry, and said, “Are you going to publish Yves’s 
book?” 

“I doubt it,” he said, taken aback. “It doesn’t sound 
our sort of thing at all.” 

“I found a set of notes for it, most complete, the argu- 
ments all summarized, and all the documentation. . . . 
It isn’t his work.” 

. Henry laughed aloud ; and she was relieved and dis- 
appointed — and so was he, though not in the way she 
«ad feared. “How like him!” he said philosophically, 
but a moment later he had taken out his cigarette case 
to make time for a little unobtrusive consideration of the 
matter. He offered it to her, struck a match, put the 
case away, and went on holding the burnt match in his 
fingers, not liking to throw it on the floor. “It’s be- 
tween him and whoever did the research, of course. . . 

He laughed again, wryly, and shook his head. There 
was silence, and then she heard, or thought she heard, 
from somewhere above, the closing of a door She moved 
uneasily, turned to look out of the window, putting her 
hands up against the cold glass, and the long ash of her 
cigarette fell back against her knuckles with a soft brief 
brush of warmth. 

“Do you want to see the rest of the rooms?” she sug- 
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gested. “There’s a very beautiful oriel window we can 
see from the gallery. . . . And there’s a perfectly gro- 
tesque chimney-piece, all cupids and lilies and roses in 
marble, dainty and charming, and weighing I suppose a 
few hundred tons. . . .’’ 

“I suppose I ought to,” he said absently, “since I’m 
here. ... I shall probably never be here again. . . .” 

They went out and shivered on the gallery, looking at 
the window; they came in again and looked at the 
marble cupids; they strolled through the frescoed 
rooms; and he made intelligent comments and asked 
questions she could not answer — the answers were not 
in the lecture of Arnaud’s wife. And at last he said, 
“But what’s the future for you here? Why should you 
stay here to be bullied?” 

“Oh, Yves is not here very much. . . .” 

They started down the stairs. He was wiping his fin- 
gers on his handkerchief; he had been doing a great deal 
of touching of old stone. “But I .mean to say, why 

stay? Your position here can’t be so very r Is it? 

Because I must say you don’t look happy, or sound 
happy. ...” 

“Where would I go?” she said lightly, trying in her 
mind the feel of retreat, sudden soft empty retreat. 

“Come back to London,” he replied just as lightly. 
He stopped on the third step from the bottom and 
looked at her. 

But she went on down to the hall, ninety feet long, 
forty feet wide, with every inch of the walls and ceiling 
as intricately ornamented as a Victorian teapot. “This 
is a bit better than a bed-sitting-room in London, isn’t 
it?” she said ironically. “And besides ...” • 

“But what do you hope to gain?” 

She turned furiously to face him. “Nothing!” she 
cried. “Why talk like that? Nothing! I’ll leave empty- 
handed when I leave!” 

He was dismayed. “But I didn’t mean ” 

“And can’t you see that I might feel some loyalty to- 
wards him? He did take me in, he did let me stay. I 

181 



can’t just walk out on him and never know what hap- 
pens to him. . . . I can’t just creep away. . . 

“No, certainly not,” said Henry smoothly and bitterly. 
“You must say good-bye as you go, or he might not 
notice that you’ve gone.” She looked up at him, her 
troubled” anger lost in astonishment. “Strolling in like 
that without a word of apology, and not a squeak out of 
him all through lunch. . . . Living in this absurd 
grandeur, with never a care, letting you fend for your- 
self as best you might all those years,” said Henry 
mildly, glancing about as he spoke. He might have been 
pointing out defects in the design of the room, except 
that his quiet voice was quite unlike the brisk, bellicose 
tone that he used for such matters. “Openly scowling at 
you when he did deign to come to lunch — yes, I saw 
that. But you can’t talk of him without sounding so far 
gone in idolatry that ” 

Automatically, without thinking, out of habit, she 
said the one thing that could have jolted him: “Mr 
Dolphin!” The words seemed to echo far away to his 
grey-green office in Bedford Street and back, but the 
effect was not comical, only strange, bewildering. He 
turned and walked away. She was abruptly not angry 
with him, and she could not have said on oath whether 
it was because she wanted to keep him on her side or 
was sorry for him. But all her anger, old and new, had 
gone. “Those windows are locked,” she said gently. 
“We shall have to go round if you want to go out on the 

tprrjirp 

“All right,” he said. 

It was getting dark; the February dusk was closing in, 
hastened by the heavy clouds in the sky. They walked 
side by side along the cold, wet terrace and entered the 
warmth of Yves’s room. No one was there, but some- 
one had lately been there; the smell of cigarette-smoke 
was fresh. It was softly lighted by a splendid fire, 
several good-sized logs flickering and glowing on a thick 
bed of not ashes. She took off her coat and dropped it 
over a chair. 
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“Madame de Varaisne promised tea in the drawing- 
room,” said Henry. “But I expect it’s too late for that 
now.” 

“It is late,” said Isabel, looking uncomprehendingly 
at her watch. “Perhaps not too late.” 

“She’s such a nice creature.” 

“Isn’t she . . .” 

“Don’t you think so?” 

“Yes, certainly. . . .” 

“I met her husband once, years ago.” 

“What was he like?” 

“Short, broad, vulgar-looking. A buffoon. A real 
clown — rather embarrassing. His speciality was imitat- 
ing barnyard animals.” 

“Really?” said Isabel, profoundly and obscurely 
shocked. 

“I suppose it’s hopeless saying I’m sorry. But I am,” 
he said with the same air of making polite conversation. 

“For Oh . . . oh, that’s all right. You don’t 

know him as well as I do. It’s not like that at all, but 
you couldn’t know.” She put her hand to her head, 
pressing her finger-tips into h~r hair. * * I don’t know him 
very well either, but he’s been very good to me, and I 
love him very much.” 

“Of course,” said Henry. “It was stupid of me.” He 
watched her for a moment. “Does your head ache?” 

“No, I’m just tired.” She walked to the fire and 
looked down at its busy flames, put her back to it, and 
felt its primitive warmth. But it was a very civilized 
room that she surveyed from there. The looped-up 
curtains had been released; they hung in long yellow 
silken folds, shutting out the dark; firelight fell softly 
against them and traced the graceful outlines of furni- 
ture in the shadows. She said hopelessly, “And I don’t 
know what tp do. ... I don’t know what to do. . . .” 

“What is it? What’s gone wrong?” She shook her 
head. “Oh, see here, you simply must come, back to 
London with me. Gome back to Paris with us, and then 
come to London with me. Please come back with me. 
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You’ll be happy with me, I promise you that. You 
won’t have a thing to worry a^bout. I’ll take care of 
you. . . Oh, God, I’m making ii sound like some sort 

of— of nefarious proposal I meant, as a wife, you 

know. Oh, God!” 

All London rose up behind his slack, grey-clad figure, 
all London and the sagging windows and discreet liter- 
ary displays of the firm in Bedford Street. She almost 
sm'eUed the morning fog and soot and heard the hurry 
of traffic. And all that was asking her, incredibly, to 
marry it. “Was that why you came?” she said. 

“I didn’t think so, but it must have been. Yes. 
Please. . . .” 

“Oh, don’t,” she said, “please don’t. Don’t admire 
me, please don’t fall in love or anything like that. ...” 

“But I have,” he said hurriedly and shyly, forcing 
himself along the path of his desires. “I did, long ago. 
I must have done. That’s what I meant— despising 
myself. Because I couldn’t face up to it, I got panicky, 
like a schoolboy, all without knowing in the least what 

I was about. And sent you away, instead of Oh, I 

loathe myself, I do indeed. Darling, you look so aston- 
ished. You knew, you must have known. Women 
always do know. You must have suspected.” 

“I didn’t.” The weight of the day dropped on her; 
she moved as if to move away from it, and it came with 
her, and she stopped, facing the door of the little stair- 
way that corkscrewed up through darkness to the distant 
apartments of Bamabe, who was out of his mind, mad, 
insane, dangerous. . . . “And if I had, it isn’t the same, 
to suspect and to know. To think of a thing and to come 
up against it. Nothing’s real till it happens, and then 
one has to go back and do one’s thinking all over again. 
And some things can’t be thought about at all, it seems, 
except before, when they aren’t real, and that doesn’t 
do much good.” 

“What’s wrong? If you’d just tell me what’s 
wrong ” 

“Just don’t be in love with me, please, please. 
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“Oh, Isabel. . . Then he laughed dryly. “I 
know,” he said, beginning to pace, hands inj)ockets. 
“After what I did. And after that long history of making 
you run up and down those frightful stairs and standing 
over you interrupting you when you were busy and 
being unreasonable and inconsiderate. That’s it, isn’t 
it? I know. Being in this most romantic chateau by 
firelight at dusk doesn’t change that, does it? And those 
brutal things I said that day. Oh, God. . . . Buf it 
ought to be all different now, for you as well as for me. 
It’s so different for me,” he said seriously, and a door 
opened in the panelling of the fireplace wall and Yves 
came into the room, smiling. 

“I heard every word!” he cried gaily. Perhaps he 
thought he was carrying the situation off. He was 
dressed for dinner, and he looked very debonair and 
exact in black and white, with his brown hair brushed 
smoothly off his large forehead. His eyes were bright 
with mischief. He could always ride, away from his own 
worries for a while on the back of other people’s em- 
barrassments. 

“You listened?” said Isabc*. 

“My dear child, if you will choose my own private 
study to shout your secrets in ” 

“What were you doing in there?” 

“But in there is my bedroom! Why should I not be 
there?” 

“Your bedroom?” 

“Where did you think I slept? Here on the hearth- 
rug?” 

I never thought about it,” she said, marvelling at 
her failure to do so. She had never given enough 
thought to him, it seemed. She had never wanted to 
waste thought on him, and now he was mixed up in 
everything. . 

He looked at her quizzically, inquiringly, then he 
turned to Henry, who had made his face a mask but 
whose eyes showed his suffering, his humiliation, his rage. 
“My dear old chap, we must talk about this a bit.” 
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“I don’t really think it need be discussed,” said Henry 
politely, moving towards the door. “At least, not with 
you.” * 

Isabel sat down at the table and put her head in her 
hands. Her whole body ached with tiredness. “I don’t 
think he heard much,” she said. “We didn’t shout.” 

“Thank you for that; you are sweet,” said Henry, 
going out, closing the door carefully behind him, but 
Wes* opened it at once and followed him, saying, “But 
on the contrary, it must be discussed, you know,” and 
the door closed again. 

She felt very glad to be alone. She stroked her fore- 
head slowly, pushing her hair back from it. The rosy 
gloom had deepened, the colours of the room were as 
delicate as ghosts of colours, and its ornaments glinted 
with subdued reflections of firelight. The stillness was 
deep and comforting; it seemed as if Henry had taken 
every thought and emotion that concerned him with 
him when he went and had left her truly alone. 

At least she did not find herself thinking of him or the 
strange unexpected things he had been saying. Instead, 
she wondered what her father would be in ten years’ 
time if she went away; and the last inches of indecision 
narrowed and disappeared between her and the know- 
ledge that she could not stay, loving him as she did, and 
hating Yves, whom he felt he had to pacify. He would 
go on as before, being book-keeper and steward to an 
estate and warden to a lunatic who was quite harmless 
almost always but now and then would try to murder him. 
He would ride out in the morning, spend the afternoon in 
his hot, dusty little office, dine in silence, and go to bed 
to wake to a new day like all the others. He would be 
serious again, he would sink back into his vague, con- 
stant meditations, he would forget the pleasure of 
laughter — it is one of the easiest things in the world to 
forget. He would forget even the sound of laughter, 
because the people he lived with measured their moods 
by his — no one would laugh unless he did, and he 
would not. There was no tragedy in it; he was still a 
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duke, when all was said, and that was something; but 
she thought her heart might break over it, ml the 
same. 

And she wondered why he lived as he did, lonely and 
alone, and what reason he could have for fearing Yves 
and despising him, yet never hating him as one hates 
an enemy one has earned. But she was too tired to 
think; her brain would not work in that way. She could 
only see, with a hallucinatory clearness, the life that 
she was going to leave, that she somehow seemed already 
outside of. She seemed to stand in the fields beyond the 
river, looking up at the castle, seeing lights along the 
top floor above the terrace where the lunatic sat at 
supper, and lights two storeys down and to the right, 
where his young first cousin once removed sat with her 
head in her hands, too tired to stir; she stood in the 
village street and saw evening lights in the kitchens, 
where there would be savouiy smells and sounds, sput- 
terings, cracklings, vapours rising, warmth, busy move- 
ment; she floated in the cold dark sky and saw the whole 
great mass of masonry outspread below her, a precise 
geometry of stone fine in de*.ail from afar, with other 
lighted windows glowing here and there, with small 
threads of smoke rising ceaselessly from its chimneys, 
small in the distance, dwindling as distance grew. 

Yves came back. He was very merry; he was quite on 
top of the world. “And so he is in love with you,” he 
said, giving her a glittering sidelong glance of amuse- 
ment as he closed the door behind him. But there was 
also admiration in his eyes, and respect, and interest. 
“Henry Dolphin, of all people ! . . . And, poor chap, he 
is one who has to change gears for it.” 

“I don’t know what you mean by that,” she said 
slowly. 

“To put it Another way, he is one who has to set down 
everything he’s carrying in order to pick it up.” 

She thought for a moment, too weary to do anything 
but let her brain go where it was led, and then she said, 
“Isn’t that customary?” 
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“Among the English, you mean? Perhaps. They 
make bad husbands, by the way, .it is only fair to warn 
you. Because they either make tne parcel so small and 
neat that they can carry it with other things after a 
while, or, they set it down again and only pretend they 
have it. Pretend to everyone, themselves included. 
They are such hypocrites. Oh, you have so much to 
learn. There is so much you can learn from me, 
hohestly. And now you will be told all about that 
puzzling portfolio.” 

“No.” She shook her head. “It isn’t puzzling. I 
don’t want to know. You bought it or stole it, I don’t 
care. It’s no affair of mine.” She pushed her finger- 
tips hard against the roots of her hair above her forehead 
and shut her eyes. “I just don’t care.” 

He came close and put his hand on her shoulder. 
“What’s wrong? Tell me.” 

“Please don’t touch me!” she cried, getting up and 
away from him so brusquely that she tipped the elegant 
little chair over. “Don’t touch me!” 

“What’s wrong with you? What’s happened? What’s 
• wrong?” He picked the chair up. And she watched him 
set it straight and then sat down in it again. “What’s 
wrong?” 

“Just go away,” she said, “leave me alone. I can’t 
stand the sight of you or the sound of you.” 

“And now you are being rude,” he said absurdly. 
She laughed. “And it is not funny! Isabel, you must 
not be rude to me, you must not, it’s not nice!” She 
laughed again. He flushed. “Isabel, you are being very 
tiresome. And that is very foolish, in a hundred ways. 
It is not intelligent of you. Because, remember this, if I 
should say only one word to the Duke my cousin, you 
know, one word ” 

She was ready for that. She put her hands flat on the 
table, leaned forward, looked up at him, and said with 
an intensity that would have convinced the most non- 
chalant soul in the world that she meant it, “If you tell 
him that, I will kill you. I will kill you.” 
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He frowned, tilting his head towards her so that his 
forehead was more man ever prominent, and his blue 
eyes widened. Then his face relaxed in comprehension. 
“So it’s true now?” he said warily. “So you would not 
swat the insect to-day for saying it?” 

“I don’t know if it’s true or not,” she said in a sudden 
weak appeal for pity that she hated herself for making 
and abandoned, with an effort that exhausted her a 
little more, as soon as she had made it. “No, whether 
it’s true or not, it’s no concern of yours.” 

“Poor little Isabel!” he said, and he seemed to mean 
it. His face had flushed again, and he moved uneasily, 
like a moored boat tugged by conflicting currents. He 
turned his back on her at last and stood gazing at the 
glowing fire. She heard the click open and the click shut 
of his cigarette-case, and then the scrape of a match 
against the side of a box — he had used only matches this 
visit, he had not replaced the lighter, which showed 
something about him, something nice. Then he said 
lightly, still with his back turned, “But you would kill 
me.” 

“Yes,” she said, “I would.’* 

“I wonder, do you have any idea what prisons in this 
country are like? What trials are like, for that matter? 
The relentless prosecution, the hostile eye of discovering 
justice upon you, the secrets of your whole life opened, 
to the world while you stand where the world can watch 
you and speculate on every quivering change in your 

face No, you mustn’t say such things, all the more 

because you haven’t the least idea in the world what 
you are saying.” 

He was silhouetted against the fire, his head bent, his 
forearm resting on the mantel; the only moving thing 
was the fluent grey smoke twisting away from his cigar- 
ette. Above him, the dim, hushed greens of the painting 
opened a window into a forever lost summer-time. “I 
wouldn’t care what happened afterwards.” 

“Of course you’d care,” he said, still not turning, 
which was unusual of him because he liked to see the 
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faces of the people to whom he talked. ‘‘You must not 
talk like this.” > v 

It was the continuing pity arid the coaxing bene- 
volence in his vibrant little voice that she hated most. 
“Have I frightened you?” she asked. “Good. Then you 
will hold your tongue.” 

He turned to face her, and his handsome face was 

very earnest. “Isabel, I beg of you. . . Now, listen to 

me*. .* . . Perhaps, you know, it’s not so bad. Tell 
)) 

me 

“You prying little monkey. . . . Stick to keyholes. 
Go away,” she said, really longing to have him go. 

“The fishwife guise again,” he said, and he sat down 
in a small arm-chair near the fire and crossed his legs, 
arranging himself in an attitude of careless elegance, as 
if to show how inwardly easy he was. Firelight edged 
him and sparkled on the gold of the chair. 

“Then I’ll go,” she said, bracing herself to rise, but 
she felt as weak as water and she was not at all sure that 
she could get to her feet. 

“Stay there, please. You try to destroy every impulse 
of kindness that I feel towards you. You won’t take 
warning. You behave as if I were nothing ” 

“You are nothing.” 

“When I hold your future in my hands?” 

“I warned you I would kill you. I meant it.” 

He smiled and shook his head and tossed his cigarette 
into the fire. “You meant it, perhaps, a little the first 
time. You’ve meant it less every time you’ve repeated it. 
And in any case,” he went on, relaxing still more, “I 
haven’t and hadn’t the faintest intention of making use 
of that sordid little truth. For one thing, it makes me 
rather sick to think of it. For another, I don’t need it.” 

She felt sick, too, as if a glass had been turned towards 
her in the dim, unsteady light to show her something 
horrible that was herself. “You threatened to ” 

“You misunderstood me. I did not have that in my 
mind at all. Your guilt betrayed you, it seems.” He 
liked the sound of that; it satisfied him; he let a pause 
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underline it. “No, I was only trying to warn you, before 
things came to such a pass between us that there was no 
remedying our difficulties, that I do count for something 
in this household. We began badly. It was deceptive. 
You saw me commanded to remove you. And you saw 
me, terribly upset as I was by the suddenness of your 
appearance, apparently agree to obey. And so you con- 
cluded that I counted for nothing. But you were wrong. 
I concurred wholly in that decision, and also in tlie 
later decision to let you stay. But now I think a new 
disposition of you may have to be made.” 

She shook her head. 

“Yes,” he said confidendy. “My cousin will listen to 
me. He does not despise my advice, my judgement, 
though he is a duke and I am the son of a younger son. 
If I say, Send Isabel away, he will send her away. Yes! 
He will ! And if I say, No allowance, there will be no 
allowance. Yes! And then you need not look to me for 
help, because I have not a penny of my own, I have 
nothing but what he gives me — yes! You did not know 
that, did you? It is his house ir* Paris that I live in. It is 
his rich income that supports ine. Oh, I am not negli- 
gible with him. Far from it. . . . Why do you suppose he 
has never married? Because I have always advised 
against it. There you are. He will do what I suggest. 
He always has. You see?” 

“I see,” she said. She noticed that her lips were dry, 
and there was a pulse beating heavily somewhere in her 
head. It was annoying; it made it difficult to think; it 
made it even a little difficult to see. There was a kind 
of darkness above her eyes, not in the room, but in her 
mind. She picked up the weapon at hand, a pair of very 
long and pointed paper scissors, and went for him. 

He was as white as paper when the brief struggle was 
over. He was panting; and he looked as if he were going 
to be sick; his lips were grey and wrinkled. The stuff of 
his beautiful coat was torn over a breast pocket; her left 
wrist was bleeding from a shallow gash; the scissors lay 
a few feet away on the pale flowered rug. After a moment 
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he stooped and picked them up and took them out 
on the terrace ana came back^ without them, wiping his 
hands on the sides of his coat without seeming to know 
that he was doing so. They had been pretty scissors, 
blue steel blades and gold handles, the gold engraved in 
a charming pattern of ivy leaves. 

She stood intently smoothing the little torn flap of 
skin into place on her wrist, ^studying it. Without looking 
up from it, she said, “You ought to be crushed somehow, 
like a black beetle.” 

He cried out in a high, strange, desperate voice, “He’s 
paying tribute, don’t you see? Why shouldn’t he? Don’t 
you mink he should pay for enjoying what’s really 
mine? He’s got the title that doesn’t belong to him; 
should he have everything else as well?” 

It is curious, but she recognized that as a lie; she 
heard it as a lie, and moreover as a lie that he had told 
more than once, but the significance of that for her did 
not become clear for some time. “A black beetle,” she 
said, “and a lying black beetle as well.” 

“Listen to me ” 

“Don’t ever try to blackmail me,” she said. “You 
won’t have such good luck.” She took out her handker- 
chief and bound it round her wrist, trying for a while to 
tie the ends in a knot with one hand, then giving up and 
tucking them under. When she looked up from that 
task, she was alone in the gentle light and soft colours of 
the tranquil, exquisite room. She glanced at her watch, 
and then she had to think for a moment before she 
knew what to do. The routines of life seemed strange 
to her; she had been outside them for a few minutes. 

Then she pulled her sleeve down over the handker- 
chief and went out through the empty rooms, into the 
passage, and laboriously up the stairs, where the hang- 
ing lamp swayed and sent the shadows of its grill-work 
careening dizzily. She stopped on the twelfth step and 
tried to get hold of a memory that was stirring some- 
where in her mind, tried to tease it up by hearing again 
Yves’s high, frenzied voice, the false forcefulness of it, 
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the hollow insistence of it. He would have made a better 
thing of his lie, she thought, if he had never believed in 
it himself. True statements have one sort of foundation, 
lies have another; they can both be solid ; but when their 
materials are combined, the mixture is unstable. For 
one thing, she was utterly certain that the Duke would 
not want what did not belong to him. But there was 
also that note of false insistence in Yves’s voice. It re- 
minded her — at last she recovered the memory-*-of a 
little boy in the third grade at Wichita who would cry 
out, if he got into trouble at recess-time, that his father 
could lick any man in town, when everyone knew that 
his father, who had once won weight-lifting contests, 
had such a weak heart that he did not even dare spank 
his violent little son. . . . She went on up the stairs. 

At the far end of the long, dim passage, Henry in a 
dressing-gown, sponge in hand, towel over his arm, was 
just opening the door of the bathroom; Cephise sat 
alertly at the next door to it, making an impatient noise 
in her throat, wanting admittance. Isabel went into 
her own room and closed the door. The fire was burn- 
ing brightly, at its crest ajter a replenishing some time 
before; but the curtains were still undrawn, and there 
was no can of hot water. She turned back to the door 
and saw that screws had been ruthlessly driven into the 
fine panelling to fix a large clumsy bolt. The other 
door as well now had a bolt. She forgot what she had 
vaguely meant to do and shot both bolts, carefully, 
thoroughly. A white light moved across the ceiling; the 
courtyard outside the window brightened. She went to 
the window and saw the powerful headlamps of a car 
moving through the archway; shadows lurched away 
from it as it came. Yves stood in the light of the head- 
lamps, hatless and coatless, casting a broadening, an- 
gular shadow across the stones. The car stopped, Joel 
got out of it, Gilles came out of the house with Yves’s 
hat and leather coat and gloves. Yves snatched them 
and tried to put On the coat, tried to put his arm in one 
sleeve with his hat and gloves in his hand, dropped the 
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hat. Gilles picked it up and offered help with the coat; 
Yves swung away from him and managed to get it on 
by himself. He got in the car, Joel closed the door, and 
the gears made an ugly sound as they meshed; and the 
car turned in a tight circle, swaying outwards, and 
swooped for the sharp turn at the head of the ramp. 
Gilles and Joel looked at each other, moved their 
shoulders slightly, and went inside, unconcerned. 
I&bel remembered what her mother had said: C’est 
un due . . . vraiment. . . A duke in all truth. Or, a duke 
if the truth were known. It could be either. But she had 
believed what she said. She had believed it with all her 
heart. She had not lied. But Isabel’s conviction was 
like a tree that had grown for years in a prevailing wind ; 
it could not now suddenly lean the other way because 
another wind was blowing. 

She had never in all her life felt so tired as now. She 
sat down on the bed, let herself topple sidewards as she 
drew her feet up, and fell into sleep as if someone had 
thrust her there. 

First she dreamed of hammering, someone was nail- 
ing large iron bolts to the doors with heavy nails. Then 
the clamour was nearer and different, not* hammering, 
something else, an enormous sound diffused through the 
whole room; and then the sound collected on the other 
side of the door and became by slow degrees someone 
knocking on the door, pounding on it, and calling her 
name. 

Every bone ached as she sat up, and pain pulsated like 
a tiny bellows in her head, behind her eyes. The fire 
had become a quiet glow that reddened the room. She 
went to the door and pushed back the bolt; the door 
opened. She blinked in the hurtful brightness of the 
usual dim lamps. Jeanne stood there, and Jeanne's 
brother, her father, both in black, black harlequined 
with white, his white shirtfront, her white arms. ‘‘Bolts 
aren't perhaps such a good idea, after all?" he said 
pleasantly, which was a remark she could make no 
sense of. ‘‘Aren’t you coming to dinner?” 
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The hurtful brightness faded to the soft bronze glow 
she remembered from other evenings. “I'm not hun- 
gry,” she said, “I just want to sleep, if you don’t mind. 
I'm so tired.” The close large two by the door framed 
small Henry far away hovering hesitantly at the top 
of the stairs. 

“Isabel,” said Jeanne anxiously, “tell him. It’s true, 
isn’t it? You know, you’re very sure. . . .” 

“Wait a moment,” the Duke said, “let her wakfe up. 
Have you been sleeping?” 

“Yes. . . . I’m so tired.” Voices came distantly to her 
ears; motion had stopped; the passage in dim brown 
perspective might have been a sepia photograph of it- 
self that she was seeing in a magazine. “I’m really not 
hungry. . . .” 

“Mathieu,” said Jeanne, “you have only to look at 
her — she looks just like you! Look at her!” 

“You won’t believe me?” he said to her angrily. 

Their voices wrangled in the golden air like bluejays 
at sundown in autumn. 

“How can I? She looks just like you! It’s so ob- 
vious!” 

“She looks like us all!” 

“None of the rest of us are as dark, except ” 

“Her mother was very dark.” 

“Then you know who her mother was !” she said with 
triumph. 

“Of course I do! And it seems odd you haven’t 
guessed; you knew the family, and there’s a strong re- 
semblance there as well,” he said with exasperation. 
“The Miets. Henriette Miet.” 

“But then it is impossible, because Yves detested that 
girl.” 

“Oh, God. . . . Isabel, your friend, Mr Henry Dol- 

E hin, has just . . .” In the soft bronze depth of air 
amed by his black sleeve and Jeanne’s white arm, 
Isabel saw Henry turn his back and descend the stairs. 
The fair head sank lower and lower and disappeared. 
“. . . . asking my consent, or approval — at least, not as 
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head of the family, but as your father, which was start- 
ling enough. ... I told him of course that he was mis- 
taken . . . and that I thought "you would settle such 
affairs without reference to my cousin. . . . He saw then 
that he must have misunderstood you — and then 
Jeanne went up in sky-rockets all over the place, and we 
waited for you to come down, but you did not, and 

Louise could not rouse you ” He lifted his shoulders 

add 'let them fall, but remained watchful, suspended in 
expectancy. “He did misunderstand you?” 

“My mother told me he was a duke. . . ” 

“Why should she say that?” he said, puzzled, and his 
sister said eagerly, “There, you see! There!” and he 
cried out, “For the love of God, be quiet a moment and 
let me think!” 

“A duke ... if the truth were known,” said Isabel, 
trying to enunciate the words clearly, but they thick- 
ened as she spoke them. She pressed her face against the 
hard, cool jamb of the door. 

“That old story of the Italian ceremony?” he said 
doubtfully. 

“But he would not tell that to Henriette Miet,” said 
Jeanne indignantly. “He would not! You know that! 
He would never do such a thing!” 

“My poor Isabel!” he said, touching her shoulder, 
and she turned without thought into the heart’s ease of 
his arms as if it were a goal laboriously earned, closing 
her eyes gratefully against his black coat. Then she omy 
heard his voice; the whole world became a peaceful 
darkness with a voice absently explaining — absently, as 
if other things, more important, more private, drew his 
thoughts away from what he said. But she did not worry 
about that. “My parents, when they eloped to Italy — 
the marriage was not valid, because my father with his 
customary . . . well, never mind that. They married 
again, that was all. Yves found out about die first cere- 
mony, when he was quite a child, and stupidly thought 
it had never been made right. . . .” He was silent for a 
second or two; when he spoke again, his thoughts and 
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his words had come together, his voice was concerned. 
But she had hardly listened before, and she hardly 
listened now. She could not worry about it; she was too 
tired. “This must be quite awful for you,” he said 
slowly, “my poor Isabel, my dear. I hadn’t the least 
idea in the world that you had been so misled. I am too 
stupid to be allowed to live. I am a fool.” 

“But Yves knew the truth before he was twelve,” pro- 
tested Jeanne. “You know that! Because he came to 
you just after father died ! And you went to grandfather 
at once, and you weren’t quite thirteen, because I was 
ten, I remember it very well! So you see! It can’t be 
that!” 

“Then, ask him,” said her brother wearily. “Don’t 
take my word for it, ask him. He knows. We’ve talked 
of it often enough. Why do you resist so, why do you 
care?” 

Time hung on the edge of a moment while two mo- 
ments passed, then it moved again. “I don’t care, of 
course,” she said without expression. “Why should I?” 

“Go down to our guest, we shouldn’t leave him so 
long alone. . . .” 

“Yes, of course.” 

“And, Isabel, come down, you too, and have some- 
thing to eat, and you’ll feel better. . . .” 

Isabel touched her cheek to his hand on her shoulder 
and turned in a slow circle out of his arms. “I’m not 
hungry,” she said, “not at all. I just want to sleep, if you 
don’t mind. I hardly slept at all last night.” 

“Do you know where Yves has gone?” he asked 
quietly. 

“I don’t know.” 

“Are you all right? Would you like a headache 
powder?” 

“I’m all right. I just want to go to sleep.” 

“All right. ... Go to sleep. ... Go to Bed properly 
and go to sleep. . . . You knew, Isabel?” 

“No, I didn’t know. But I know now,” she said, 
closing the door. She went gently over to the bed and 
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lay down as she was, dragging the comforter over her, 
and the throb in her head dulled and grew distant, 
the room swayed up and swam* down, the woodwork 
creaked, the glow of the gas oven lighted the shabby 
wainscoting, her mother said, “She belongs to no-man’s 
land, that one,” and she was asleep again. 
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The morning was clear, fine, and clean, a lovely com- 
monplace of white daylight, windswept and tidy; and 
her headache was gone, and missing a meal mad£ Her 
feel, rarefied and lucid. She belonged to the fine clean 
day for a minute or two; she seemed made of the same 
material. Then the stabbing random blows of remem- 
brance began, coming from this side and that, and the 
wounds they made spread across her heart till all was 
dark and heavy. She turned over and tried to retreat 
into sleep again but could not, and at last she sat up and 
looked at her watch, which was still running, though its 
spring was slack. It said eleven o’clock. Her feet were 
cold in her shoes; apart from that she felt no discomfort 
at having slept the clock round and more, fully dressed; 
waking in the usual defenceless way, in fact, having to 
get out of a warm bed and ash and dress shivering m a 
cold room, would have been unbearable to-day, be- 
cause her unarmed combat with remembering did not 
cease. She went through everything again and again, 
with horror, with loathing, trying to accept it all, trying 
to feel all she could feel and get it over with, but eacr 
remembrance was still able to catch her unawares 
every time it returned, and it would not stay, it was 
always leaving her to return with a new blow. 

Louise, who had, it appeared, been looking in at in- 
tervals all morning, looked in again as she stood wind- 
ing her watch at the window, and came back in ten 
minutes’ time with hot water and breakfast; and when 
she had eaten, Isabel bolted the door, washed herself, 
changed her clothes, unbolted the door again, and sat 
down by the fire to wait for whatever was to happen 
next. 

She hardly knew herself now, she could hardly find 
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herself in the welter of her collapsed convictions and 
newly revealed possibilities; all tthat held her together 
was her hatred of Yves; and she dwelled on that, as if it 
were a raft in a flood. All the mysterious sense of 
wrongness that had shadowed the world for her had 
gathered together like the smoke in the Arabian tale to 
make the dark shape of an incubus, the incubus that was 
Yves. He hung on his cousin’s neck like the old man of 
the sea, smiling and smiling, and talking, protesting, 
pleading in his odious voice, and pretending even to 
nimself, it seemed, that it was a friendly bondage, but 
she knew it could not be that. She had seen the other 
side. She spread out her long, narrow hands with their 
long, tapering thumbs and studied them, and she saw 
that they trembled. 

There was a gentle knock on the door; she called, 
“Come in!”, and shut her eyes. But the poodle nuzzled 
her hand, and she opened them again. Jeanne had 
come in, dressed for lunch in a high-necked, many- 
tucked black wool frock with a matching jacket, a 
smart widowrlike dress. “Isabel?” she said apolo- 
getically. “Are you coming to lunch?” 

Isabel got to her feet. “No,” she said, “I’ve barely 
finished breakfast ” 

Jeanne smiled. There never was a more forced or a 
more earnest smile. She wanted very much to make it 
real, but die flesh has its own ways of resisting the spirit. 
“I see,” she said, going towards the door, but at the 
door she paused. “Mr Dolphin has gone. Joel drove him 
to the station this morning. ... He asked me to say 
good-bye to you, and to say that he will write. . . . He’s 
very nice. ...” 

“Has my dear father come back?” said Isabel, and 
the effort of saying it at all made her say it very loudly; 
and Jeanne’s face wrinkled in a curious expression of 
pain. 

“Yes,” she said. “I haven’t seen him yet — he has 
been with my brother . . .” and she turned and went 
out, with Gdphise clicking docilely at her heels. 
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Isabel waited ten minutes more, then she went 
rapidly downstairs and escaped outside into the glad 
sunlight. She met Joel in the archway; he was pulling 
a cart piled with wood from which he would one by one 
replenish the baskets beside every burning hearth in the 
house, carrying load after load, sweeping up, as he re- 
turned for a fresh load, the litter of bark and bits of 
twig that he had left behind him, and in the evening Jie 
would have it all to do over again. 

She climbed the crumbling stairs recessed in the re- 
taining wall at the north end of the main court and 
stared down at the court from the garden. From there, 
for some reason, the pale fagades looked gaunt in their 
deserted stillness, the pillars of the colonnades seemed 
too thin to support a weight, the shallow curving cas- 
cade of steps was a useless relic, the whole majestic edi- 
fice was the bleached bones of a castle, nothing more. It 
really needed no ghosts; it was its own ghost; it haunted 
itself. It seemed the cradle and the tomb of much evil, 
and she would have liked to see sand blowing through it 
and lizards basking on its broken walls. 

She sat on the stone coving, struck a match for a 
cigarette, and heard the stable clock strike once — a thin 
note, uncertain, compelled. She turned her back to the 
castle and looked to the north. She was Yves’s child; it 
was no wonder that her cousin Mathieu had distrusted 
her, had resented her coming, had longed to be rid of 
her. It was Yves’s child who had firmly forced herself 
on him, which was a memory that made her feel sick 
with shame now. 

It was no good rebelling against the iron pattern of 
facts, but she rebelled; she had lost what she had never 
had, but she longed to have it back. She wanted her 
happy ignorance again; she even wanted her unhappy 
doubts. Slje had been safe with him as she would never 
be with anyone else, and now Yves had thrust himself 
between them and would be between them for ever, and 
Yves was nothing. He was an incubus. He was a col- 
lector, stuffing out his emptiness with possessions. He 
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was cousin to the Due de Ferrongalles. Deprived of his 
treasures and his cousinship, he would he nothing, 
nothing at all. Even Jeanne hacf more substance than 
he had; she obstinately valued him for her own reasons; 
but he valued only what other people valued — a Rolls- 
Royce and fine clothes, works of art, a great name, 
friends in a circle envied by outsiders, a literary reputa- 
tion, deserved or undeserved, it did not matter, so long 
as nfe possessed it. He was only a great flourishing 
cipher. 

But he had a cipher’s power to make a new sum out 
of things. That, though grossly unfair, was incontro- 
vertible. If she could not accept the sum, she had to go 
away. And she could not accept it. 

After a while she felt watched, turned round and 
looked down sidelong, and saw the Duke staring up at 
her. He looked grim, tired, and unhappy, and she knew 
that he must have heard what had happened on the 
night before. He beckoned in silence; she went with 
dread down the rough, steep steps to join him; and they 
went into the stable yard, where she was for the first time 
aware of a decided slope towards the grating of a drain 
at the centre; it made walking really rather awkward, 
but she had never noticed that before. 

The air in the office was blue with the particularly 
nauseous smoke that comes from a smouldenng ashtray; 
the stove was hot; she smelled dust and old papers. He 
began tamping out the embers in the ashtray with the 
end of a pencil, saying, “Well, you’ve roused the hor- 
nets’ nest. He’s told me what you did last night.” 

“What I tried to do,” she said, sitting on the edge of 
the table and clasping her hands in her lap. 

“No! I won’t believe that! What you did.” 

“What I tried to do.” 

“Isabel,” he said, tossing the pencil on the table and 
sitting down heavily in the wooden arm-chair, “face it 
bravely. He is your father. It’s as disconcerting for me 
as for you, that you hadn’t known this. It explains so 
much that puzzled me in you, but it . . . makes the 
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past weeks dissolve like a dream,” he said, rubbing the 
corners of his eyes, slanting them, which gave him a 
strange Mongol look, dark and tragic. “I don’t know 

} rou. When you say things like that, I know you even 
ess. What you did shocked him very much, and me as 

well, to be frank. . . . He is your father, and ” 

She said with passion, meaning it with all her heart, 
“I’d rather it had been the madman!” 

He looked up at her, and his thoughts struggled with 
some small knot of protest or frustration and mastered 
it as he stared. He sighed and began tapping his finger- 
tips in unison on the table-top. “And so should I,” he 
said, “for that matter. Poor Barnabe’s competency is 
not large, but it would permit a decent allowance for 
you ” 

“I thought he had a great fortune,” she said more 
quietly, regretting the difficulties she was making for her 
only friend in the world. She meant only to indicate a 
cessation of revolt, and his quick shake of the head in 

denial rubbed her wrong. “It wasn’t that ” she said 

angrily, and she fell back into bitterness. “Oh, but 
of course it’s natural yo'< should judge me by my 
father. . . .” 

“I’ll judge you by yourself, if you give me the slightest 
opportunity of doing so,” he said with exasperation. 
“Stop this — silly futile rebellion. . . . See what difficul- 
ties you’ve made ! He was overwhelmed, appalled — he 
spent the night driving at random, trying to escape the 

horrid memory At last he pulled the car to the side 

of the road and fell asleep in exhaustion. ...” 

“Good,” she said, not despising him for his insincerity 
but decidedly taking notice of it. He looked impatient 
and sorry. “Habit dies hard, doesn’t it? How I did try 
to please you! Sweet Alice. . . .” He was puzzled by 
that; theff he gave it up, perhaps deciding it was some 
kind of quaint Kansas oath. “But that’s how I feel. I 
won’t pretend. I’m glad he was appalled. I wish he 
were dead.” 

“I wish,” he said with an impatient jerk and hitch 
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into a better position in the arm-chair, “that we might 
talk of this as we used to talk, without this silly defiance, 
this useless hostility. . . . Things stre as they are; can’t 
you simply accept them?” 

“I’ve no doubt it was a good deal pleasanter for you 
to have someone hanging adoringly on your words, all 
but swooning with gratitude at the smallest kindness. 
. . . What you want is a daughter.” 

rt I ‘don’t think so, or you’d feel rather differently to- 
ward Yves now, wouldn’t you?” 

“Oh, my God!” 

“Well, wouldn’t you?” he said rather triumphantly, 
though very earnestly, and he seemed to feel that things 
were straightening out at last, that he had got at the 
root of the matter. 

“It’s hopeless,” she said, regarding him curiously. 
“You don’t see any difference between the two of you? 
You think I can turn round with the greatest ease and 
feel glad and proud to have a father who’s been an incu- 
bus on your back for years and years, blackmailing 
you ” 

“Yves told you that?” he said incredulously. 

“He all but bragged about it.” She felt a thin, 
cold tremor, involuntary, unreasonable, and somewhat 
frightening because it suggested depths of unexplored 
feeling that might get out of hand. “And I did my best 
to kill him for you,” she said, and her hands began to 
tremble again. 

“Was that why?” he said, as if he could not believe 
that anyone could feel murderous about that, and for 
the first time she really understood what it meant to 
have been brought up by a mother who never expected 
anything from the world that she did not earn with hard 
work. 

And then she remembered the cigarettes that she had 
taken from Yves’s writing-table merely because she 
felt she had been badly treated and so deserved them; 
she remembered the manuscript she had read because 
it invited reading; she remembered the use she had 
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wanted to make of the set of notes in a strange hand. A 
profound wild terror of the power of heredity crawled 
through her. , 

“Why talk about it?” she said, standing up un- 
steadily. “No use talking about it.” 

He stood up too. “This air is making my head ache. 
I can’t think. Come outside.” 

“I don’t want to talk about it any more,” she said, 
following him out into the fresh air. SparrowS were 
chirping everywhere in the mild sunlight. There were 
scents of hay and horses ; the blue sky was serene. 

“But unfortunately you must,” he said, pinching a 
fold of her sleeve between his fingers to keep her from 
walking away, as she had meant to do, while he locked 
the door of the office. “Consequences must be faced.” 

She was close to the edge of hysteria again. She did 
not know that she was, but she was aware of a great 
desire to have nothing happen for a little while that 
would require any thought or action from her. She felt 
as tenuously balanced as the hairspring of a watch. “I 
don’t want to face anything,” she said, carefully trying 
to free her arm. 

“But you must,” he said sadly, letting her go and 
putting his keys away. She did not run. She stood very 
still, looking down at his wrinkled shadow on the 
cobbles. “Yves wants you out of here to-day. Arrange- 
ments must be made.” She glanced at her watch with- 
out seeing the time and began to wind it and broke the 
mainspring. The winding stem turned without resis- 
tance. And all her tension was suddenly gone. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m making things difficult 
for you, a thing I never wanted to do, believe me. Don’t 
feel you don’t know me — I always meant everything I 
said to you, and mean it still. And if it explains about 
the great fortune — if you were a clerk in a shop, or a 
bus conductor, or a waiter in a restaurant, I’d want to 
know you. And if Yves were a duke and the richest man 
on earth I’d still wish I’d never met him. Do : you under- 
stand?” 
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He did not answer. He looked very thoughtful, very- 
much interested, and slightly sceptical, like someone 
hearing his favourable fortune told. Then he turned his 
head this way and that, absently, and decided for the 
low wall at the south end of the yard, which overhung 
blue distances above river and far fields. “All the same, 
don’t ever take things into your own hands again — in 
that way.” 

‘That’s as may be,” she said, flushing angrily as she 
followed him. “Do you mind telling me how he can 
make you do whatever he wants?” 

“No, I’d rather not,” he said, disconcerting her for 
the second time. She had expected some expression of 
pleasure in response to her first speech, and she had 
expected him to answer her question without hesita- 
tion. They sat down on top of the wall, facing each 
other, two people in brown who looked very much alike 
and who had taken by chance the same position, one 
knee straight, one knee bent, hands in pockets. She 
took her hands out of her pockets, making an accidental 
thing of the change by leaning at the same time to look 
down at the little river, swollen and muddied by the 
rains, eddying sinuously against the wall far below. She 
faced him again in an attitude of her own, independent 
and wary. But it was no use. The mould of the facts 
had been knocked away, but the shape of feelings re- 
mained. She felt like his daughter; she loved him, ad- 
mired him, and revered him; and he could scold her if 
he liked, and snub her: it made no difference. “It was 
a great fortune once,” he said. “It was a great fortune 
when Uncle Gondebaud made his will. But large sums 
went in straightening out family affairs->-my grand- 
father’s bad investments, and a lawsuit of his — even 
Claude got his share. . . Claude de Varaisne. . . . He 
propped us all up, Uncle Gondebaud, and got blessed 
little for it. . . . When he died, there was only enough 
to keep Bamab6 comfortably in a private asylum, if 
that should ever become necessary, and there’s not 
much more now. You understand that money’s a diffi- 
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culty. And at the moment Yves is quite anxious to see 
you starve — he’s really very upset by what happened. 
I’ve spent the whole morning arguing with him, but he 
only got more obstinate. Finally he accused me of not 
caring that his life had been threatened, which was 
funny enough!” He laughed. “As if I did care! As if I 
could ! Only of course I did, under the circumstances. 
. . . But he is really a little more unaware than most of 
how the world sees him. He’s always been the essence 
of comedy. . . . But I think I’ve laughed at him too 
much, perhaps, all my life. Laughter’s no .cure for 
other people’s vanities and humiliations — only for your 
own. Isn’t that true? . . . Well, he’ll get over it, he 
always does; it will flicker out, his anger, and in the 
meantime I can easily manage a small allowance for 
you ” 

“I don’t want anything,” she said, and immediately 
the state of her finances flitted through her mind : she 
had a pound note in her purse and about thirty francs 
left over from the expenses of her journey. It occurred 
to her to ask to be paid for the work she had done for 
Yves, paid by Yves, as wa* only fair; and then she re- 
membered the two typescripts burned and stirred into 
ashes. She hardly deserved payment for that. She 
thought of being stranded in Paris, out of work, at the 
mercy of landladies who wanted their rent. “Perhaps a 
loan, till I can get work again ” 

“Do let me decide that,” he said, and she saw with 
surprise that his hands, now flattened on his knee, one 
on top of the other, were so taut as to be pale along the 
tendons. “It is abominable that he should want to send 
you out into the world unprotected, without a penny, 
whatever you’ve done. But he won’t let you stay here — 
that notion enraged him more than any other. But he 
is adamant in all respects. He made me promise to do 
nothing for you, nothing whatever — a promise I have 
no intention of keeping. But you need not tell him that. 
As I said, a small allowance, perhaps fifty pounds a 
quarter, paid through Barnabas man of affairs in Paris 
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— I’ll arrange it as Barnabe, out of his funds, I mean, 
write the letter in his name, and straighten it out some- 
how at this end. You see, Yves goes through the books 
of the estate occasionally. You won’t mind being a 
prot£g6e of poor Barnabe? You need not. And it’s all 
for the time Deing, you understand, till Yves finds a new 
interest. Bamabe’s man of affairs will help you. His 
name is Francois Roubier; I’ll give you his address be- 
fore you go. I’ve never met him, but Uncle Gondebaud 
trusted him. He will help you find respectable lodgings. 
And if you live quietly, you should come to no harm. 
Can you do that? Go to Roubier with any problem? 
Take his advice? But, my God, you may have other 
plans! What of this Dolphin?” 

But he laughed as he said it, and her quick shake of 
the head was only what he expected. “But I don’t want 
an allowance.” 

“Then I shall go out of my mind with worry, I think,” 
he said, and he looked as if he meant it. 

“All right,” she said, hating to say it, it was such a 
backing down. 

He ticked it off on his fingers. “Roubier’s address. 
Something to go on with, 'till the first quarter is paid. 
You can stay to-night in Tours — -Joel will drive you 
there — just in case Yves should change his mind, when 
he feels the effect of what he’s doing. . . . There’s a very 
decent hotel in Tours; we’ve stayed there. ... In the 
morning, if there’s no help for it, I could come in and 
put you on the train — Yves need not know where I’m 
going ” 

It became real; and it came close. The sun was half- 
way down the sky, night was coming, and she would not, 
it seemed, be spending it in her own dear small room; 
to-night she would be out with strangers again in the 
great, cold, careless world. 

“Yes, the wild bird flies away,” he said, smiling a 
little, watching her. She looked at him quickly, not 
comprehending his meaning for a moment. His eyes 
were grave. “How I shall miss you!” 
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Swift, unexpected bliss filled her heart and sharpened 
in an instant to an edge of pain. A wild bird, he had 
said, and Yves had said, A leech. “Please tell me,” she 
cried, “oh, pleas'e! I want to know. You can trust 
me. Why can he go through the books of the estate 
when he wants to, and watch over you, and dictate 
to you, and ride on your shoulders like the old man of 
the sea? Something could be done, I know it. It’s all 
wrong. It’s not fair. I know that something could be 
done.” 

“No,” he said, “nothing can be done. It’s not that I 
don’t trust you; it’s only that I don’t even like to think 
of it — thoughts seem so easily guessed, sometimes. . . .” 

“But I want to know, I have to know, I must — I can’t 
go away not knowing; how can I?” 

He looked down unseeingly, frowning, rubbing his 
hands slowly together as he listened to her urgings and 
pleadings. He did not want to tell, but he saw that he 
could not refuse without seeming to distrust her, which 
would have been more than she could have borne just 
then, and so he told, and she was sorry afterwards that 
he had, when she knew what a thin bubble of a thing it 
was, prickable by a word or two at no cost to her except 
the cost that it would be to him, because he was right — 
nothing could be done, except by someone as heartless, 
as shallow, as egocentric as Yves; yet she felt tugged at 
by the temptation to act, because it would be so easy, 
because there was something so terrible about seeing a 
man in the noose of his own tenderness with the end of 
the rope in Yves’s hands. She could free him by speak- 
ing; but if she spoke, he would never want to see her 
again, he would despise her just as he despised Yves, and 
with good reason. 

He began by saying that it had happened long ago, 
that it was an occurrence not uncommon in the world, 
he believed, far less uncommon than one would like to 
think, and that he believed there had even been cases of 
small children taking the life of a brother or sister when 
they were too young to understand what they were 
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doing; and she looked at him in surprise, alarmed by that 
beginning, which seemed to put the thing out of reach 
of remedies already, because it concerned children. 
“Yes, it will haunt you as it haunts me — not the deed, 
because, that was nothing, it must be judged by the doer, 
but the long consequences. You see, Bamabe was once 
a very good litde boy, a good friend, and kind-hearted, 
but he could be stubborn sometimes, as all children are, 
and' one day he would not let my little sister play with 
a toy of his that enchanted her — it was a little carved 
wooaen horse with a separate rider and tiny leather 
reins and little bells on the bridle that jingled, a thin 
little silvery sound — and he was afraid that she would 
break it. He was six and very careful with his toys, and 
she was only three. She was extremely angry with him, 
and later on, when he was lying by the hearth in the 
nursery, staring up at the ceiling, half asleep with day- 
dreams, all unprotected, she went over to him and 

? icked up the poker there, and before we could stop her, 
ves and I, before we could realize her intention, she 
had brought the poker down on Barnabe’s head with all 
her strength, as hard as she could, to punish him for not 
letting her play with the little horse. . . . Yes, it is 
horrible, isn’t it? But such things happen. He was un- 
conscious for almost five hours. We said — Yves and I — 
that he had fallen and hurt himself, we told our parents 
that, we were very much frightened for her, and some- 
how for ourselves, too. But it seemed that no harm was 
done, they put him to bed for a few days, and he seemed 
as good as new when he got up again. My sister hardly 
realized what she had done at the time, and she soon 
forgot about it completely. He was twelve or thirteen 
before it was thought that something might be wrong; 
he had moments when he could not seem to control 
himself, and he did not learn well, and his face was 
strange — stiff, unresponsive. But it passed for bad tem- 
per and slow wits — which was a great disappointment 
for his father — till he was seventeen and went for me one 
day with an axe. We are a stubborn family, hard to 
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convince. Then his father called in specialists, and it 
was discovered that there was some sort of— what did 
they call it? Intercranial brain damage, an incurable 
deterioration. . . . The only thing in aU his history that 
could account for it was the accident he had had as a 
child.* The bad fall. The mark of that was still on his 
forehead.” 

The sun was not very warm any more, the shadows 
were longer. The shadow silhouette of stables, wood- 
shed, and storehouses covered most of the yard, the rest 
was a close herringbone pattern of small round stones 
catching the sun and casting small shadows, but the 
west wing was in full sunlight, bone-white, dark- 
windowed. 

“But who,” she said, “who in the world could possibly 
blame her if Yves told that story?” 

“He would only tell her, so that she could blame her- 
self.” 

“But if you denied that it was true, if you told her it 
was a fall ” 

“The danger is, you see,” he said patiently, “that she 
will remember, when she is re-ninded.” 

“And you are sure that she does not remember?” 

“How can I make sure? By asking her? Gould I say 
to her, Do you remember that fine little boy, Barnab£? 
And do you remember giving him a terrible blow with a 
poker that changed him into the wooden-faced lunatic 
that he’ll be for the rest of his long life?” 

Joel came through the archway for the second time 
pulling his cart; its iron-rimmed wheels made a great 
rumble on the stones; a horse whinnied inside the stable. 
Joel pulled the cart through the wide door of the wood- 
shed and began filling it again; she heard each heavy 
log drop into it with a solid thud. “How he could want 
to use that ,” ghe said, because now she could feel only 
what Jeanne would feel if she knew, the weight of in- 
escapable lifelong responsibility for someone else’s life- 
long tragedy. “How he can feel anything but . . . 
horror and pity. ... I can’t understand him. . . .” 



“Does it pay, do you think, to try to understand 
people?” he said calmly. “Isnfy it best just to accept 
them as they are?” 

“But if he’s my father! A liar, a blackmailer, using 
tragedy,- utterly heartless, the worst kind of parasite; ” 

“No, no, think of him growing up here, knowing that 
I should some day inherit this estate and odds and ends 
of property here and there, and that Bamab6 had a 
gredt fortune waiting for him, and that he had nothing 
to look forward to except what might be left of a settle- 
ment his father was rapidly wasting away. ... I made 
the first offer, I thought it so unfair. That may have 
begun it. And it grew, that’s all.” 

It was always his one blind spot, the excuses he made 
for Yves. It was never hers. “A liar, a blackmailer, a 
parasite,” she repeated, feeling the irrevocability of the 
past settle round her to draw her with it, body and 
soul, as it moved along its ordained path into the future. 
“And I can see him in myself— yes! I took those cigar- 
ettes, because I felt mistreated. I suddenly turned on 
him, just as he suddenly turned on me. And I wanted to 
threaten him with that book — that was my impulse, to 
blackmail him — yes, whatever the motive, to blackmail 
him. . . . And I wanted this castle as my background, 
just as he does — I couldn’t stand alone and make my 
own way; no, I had to come here and find my great 
relatives, so that I would be someone in the world. . . . 
He’s part of me, and all those others are part of me — 

the liars and fanatics and neurotics What will I be in 

twenty years’ time?” 

“What you choose,” he said indifferently, and in- 
difference, or a show of it, was probably the best way of 
dealing with such a panic. “Do you think you’re the 
only one in the world with some queer ancestors behind 
you? Fortunately there’s such a thing as absolution 
from original sin,” he said, smiling, “and such a thing 
as free will. ...” 

The air was then so still, the cold silence so complete, 
that she heard from far away a train moving along the 
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horizon, the distant low murmur of heavy iron wheels 
on iron tracks, far away and going farther through dusk 
to lighted stations where the Pans papers would be on 
sale and there would be telephones and the clicking 
of telegraph keys, and outside in the streets the noise of 
traffic, taxis ana trams, people coming home from work 
or going out to dinner or to see a film. . . . She looked 
at the black-browed, sombre face of the man sitting be- 
side her on the wall. He was listening to the sound *of 
the train, too. He had been sitting relaxed, kicking one 
heel against the wall, breaking a match or something 
idly between his fingers ; now he sat motionless, listen- 
ing. The sound died away in the distance; Joel came 
out of the woodshed and crossed the yard, dusting his 
hands as he went; everything was shadow except the 
west wing, where sunlight still brightened the stones and 
gleamed on the slate roof, making it a landmark for the 
countryside, visible for miles. 

“Things can seem natural here,” she said, “that 
would be unnatural anywhere else. ... I quarrelled 
with him so casually, I infuriated him without a thought. 

. . . I tried to kill him, as if h< were nothing but a scare- 
crow stuffed with straw. But he’s dangerous. People 
without hearts are dangerous. . . .” She leaned again to 
look at the drop from the wall. She saw herself fall, 
heavy skirt ballooning out, jacket flying, hair blowing 
upwards in the draught of descent. It seemed to her that 
from here she might be a sprawled figure about the size 
of her spread hand when she hit the water. 

“It’s the same world everywhere, I think,” he said. 

“What time do I leave?” 

“Oh After dinner, after dinner,” he said angrily, 

getting down from the wall and starting across the 
shadowed yard with his long, slow strides, his hands in 
his pockets, his dark head bent. She followed him. 

Neither Yves nor Jeanne came to dinner, and their 
cousin and brother was in a bitter, silent humour be- 
cause, as it transpired, Yves had spent the afternoon 

213 



telling his grievance to Jeanne, and her dismay had 
strengthened his determination '% to thrust Isabel out. 
There was no help for it, and Isabel sat with the fire 
warm on her back, watching waves of firelight flicker 
on the Whitewashed wall opposite, and tried not to 
care; and she honestly did not care, she was honestly 
glad to be going, except that she was leaving the one 

E erson in the world whom it was a kind of death to leave 
Icsfuse his life had grown into hers, as no one else’s ever 
had done. She was more than herself, with him; she 
would be less than herself, alone. 

The bereaving separation seemed already begun; he 
was a dark, gloomy stranger sitting near her, and her 
heart groped anxiously for his mood without being able 
to touch it, though her mind could almost read his 
mind. She was sure that his strange bondage must be 
in his thoughts, that he was seeing the length of it and 
the simple power of it as he had not done in a long 
time; she guessed that he must regret having told her 
his sister’s story, merely because a secret told is no lon- 
ger a secret; she thought he must resent his sister’s taking 
sides against him; she felt he was really sorry to see her 
go. But that was the best she could do, and it was not 
really knowing him, it was not feeling his feelings as she 
once had done. 

I think now that what she felt then was only a pre- 
monition of the little loneliness of love, of the moment 
that comes when at last one wants to put a tether on one- 
self and then finds that somehow the end of it cannot be 
placed in the hands that are reaching out for it. One 
tries with the best will in the world, Dut somehow the 
deed does not accomplish itself. And sometimes one pre- 
tends that it has been done, just doesn’t look carefully 
to be sure, but assumes it must have been done because 
the will for the deed was so honest and complete, and 
one walks along as if tethered, but sooner or later some- 
thing will happen to show that the end of the tether has 
been trailing free along the ground all the time. 

After dinner he sat down in his usual chair in the 
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drawing-room, in his usual posture, his legs out- 
stretched on a hassock, his coffee-cup held at about the 
level of his chin, and he stared broodingly into the fire 
and did not speak. 

She wished very much that a definite time for her de- 
parture had been set; she would have liked to know how 
much time was left. She sat erectly on the dark-blue 
velvet sofa sipping her coffee and giving swift, uneasy 
glances to the room, the dark panelled walls, the table 
where the red-velvet album lay, the blaze of the other 
fire, the careless clock sharply ticking on the ugly ebony 
lowboy, as she waited for him to say that it was time 
to go — and waited also for something else, without 
knowing what it was, waited as for an answer to 
a question that had been asked against her will by 
the hour itself, or by the silence, or by life. At last 
she said, as if in fearful intervention, “Shouldn’t I be 
packing?” 

“Someone is packing for you,” he said crossly, but 
after a minute or two he turned his head to smile.at her. 
The clock struck five in melodious defiance of the time; 
a log slipped down in the fir , and a stream of golden 
sparks fled upwards; and the expression on his face 
changed. The sharp tick of the clock came marching 
back, through the sweet dissolving echo of its chime, 
and took command of the silence again. “No,” he said, 
putting his cup and saucer down and getting suddenly 
to his feet with a rare burst of vivacious energy, still 
staring at her, “it simply breaks my heart to look at you 
— the frightful clothes you wear! The clumsiness of 
you; it breaks my heart! I can’t bear to think of you 
out in the world alone, Isabel, being rebuffed, being 

hurt ” and he began moving to and fro before the 

fire like a tiger teased and dangerous. When he stopped 
prowling, hq stood wholly still. He had half forgotten 
her; his own emotion absorbed him; but she had never 
felt more aware of him, and never more sure that he 
moved in the same labyrinth with her. Then he looked 
at her again, and the coin with two faces turned, and 
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the other face, narrow, intense, and knowing, as beauti- 
ful as towering flame and as frightening, examined her 
boldly. It was for a moment like' nothing she had ever 
known before, and then it seemed to have been there 
always. ' 

It may have surprised him, too; he looked surprised. 
Then he said, “But, naturally. ...” and was the prac- 
tical-minded master of the moment again. But the 
sweet, dissolving echoes of her alarm spread in wider and 
wider rings till everything was trembling. 

“Oh, don’t, please don’t . . .” she said. 

“But why not?” he said. “Why not?” he said again, 
differently, recklessly, taking a cigarette and lighting it. 
“One may as well welcome it, under any circum- 
stances. ... At least, I always do. I happen to be that 
kind of a fool.” 

“But you don’t know me!” 

“But I do, almost. And in any case,” he said, pri- 
vately amused, recklessly exhilarated, “that has so 
little to do with it!” 

“No, because what Yves said was true,” she said des- 
perately. “It was true!” She felt herself grow pale, a 
strange sensation. 

He forgot himself and came to stand in front of her, 
looking down at her seriously and inquiringly, her 
friend again. “Tell me. What is it? What did Yves 
say? Nothing would really surprise me.” 

She wanted to tell him. Perhaps she hoped it was not 
as bad as it seemed ; perhaps, on the other hand, just at 
this moment she hoped it was unforgivable. But she 
could not put it into plain words. “I was going to go 
away from here anyway. I saw I’d have to go. It 
seemed to me that I had to.” He sat down beside her on 
the velvet sofa, not close, and not looking at her, hold- 
ing his lighted cigarette in a rustic way he had, between 
thumb and forefinger, with the other fingers curved pro- 
tectively round it, perhaps a habit he had got into 
from smoking out-of-doors in bad weather. Smoke 
filmed out between his fingers. “But it may not have 
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been true, I don’t know. How can I tell? How could 
I tell?” 

He did not think fast, but he could feel quicker than 
most people. “It concerned me?” 

“I thought it concerned my father,” she said, press- 
ing her hands against her face. But she ought to have 
known how he would take it. If the situation that she 
had believed in had been true, he would have taken it 
in much the same way, looking squarely at it, offering 
reasonable comfort, and laughing before he was through 
because there is humour in everything in the world, if 
one has eyes to see it. The one thing he would not have 
done was be wrongly shocked. 

“But it did not, you know. What are you worrying 
about? We don’t live sealed in our selves. There’s the 
greatest puzzle of all, that we’re such solitary creatures, 
yet nothing we do or feel springs wholly from our- 
selves People turn one aspect or another of them- 

selves to us, and we respond to it; we’re under its 
influence. . . . It’s the great safeguard of life, that other 
people feel our motives, that we feel theirs. I wasn’t 
your father, I never felt towards you as a father should 
feel; was it strange that you should be aware of that? 
If you hadn’t been, you’d be only half a person, insensi- 
tive, unfeeling. Your instincts were perfectly right, 
don’t you see? And so were mine!” he said, beginning 
to laugh, taking her hand and shaking it in emphasis 
before letting it go. “So were mine! You seemed such 
a wild bird, afraid of a snare, always keeping out of 
reach; yet you begged to stay, you hung on my words, 
you responded — responded, like an anxious little mirror 
twisting and turning to catch the full radiance of my 
remarkable personality — but all the time I felt warned. 
I said to myself, Wait and see what she means by this. 

. . . . You see? . . . But it is truly unbelievable that 
Yves could make such a suggestion to you, to his own 
daughter, poisoning your mind against yourself, and so 
falsely! . . . And that’s what I’ve been in tug-of-war 
with these twenty years, that squatting, foul-mouthed, 
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heartless beast. . . He was like that; up and down, 
variable and changeable as moon^shadows blown by the 
night wind, laughing and the next moment protesting, 
then laughing again, but beneath it as solid as rock. 
When he despaired most, one still leaned on him, and 
when he laughed hardest, one still could look to him for 
comfort. “Well, never mind. I wonder if he really 
knows what he does in terms of other people’s hurts? 
I dotibt it. So never mind. It’s only worth forgetting, 
like a little scratch, a little cut . . .’’ But he shook his 
head, and she remembered Gulliver helplessly bound 
by threads. One little scratch was nothing; but what 
was twenty years with the same gadfly buzzing round 
one’s head? 

The door was opened to let Cephise in. She came in 
wildly, eager and gay, but she began weaving like a 
spent arrow as she drew near, sinking lower and lower, 
till she was crouched on the floor before him, and her 
soft black fuzz of fur smelled of the cold night. He 
touched her topknot lightly, stirring his fingers through 
it. “I decided at last,” he said, “that you were more in- 
nocent than you seemed, that you were rather in love 
without knowing it. . . .” Without meaning to, and 
without wanting to, Isabel shook her head. “Yes,” he 
said more cheerfully. “You had better know now that 
you are dealing with someone who does trust his 
instincts, who’s had almost forty years to learn that they 
can be trusted. And it did not seem strange to me at 
all! . . . It’s late.” He took her hand again and touched 
it to his cheek. “What rough knuckles you have; don’t 
you ever put anything on them? . . . What a strange 
thing it is! Well, we shall see. I must take Cephise to 
my sister. ...” He got up. “But you had better change 
to something warmer, perhaps. ...” And he went off 
towards the door of the little stairway without looking 
back, snapping his fingers at Cephise to make her 
follow. The battle was all to begin again, that was plain. 
He had found a new foothold for the tug-of-war; he 
was going to see what could be made of it. 
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Isabel went up to her room by' the other stairway, 
confused, bewildered, afraid. Louise was doing the 
packing. Her forehead was furrowed with earnestness; 
her hands touched everything as if it might break. 
Isabel had done a good deal of travelling in her life, but 
she had never before had anyone do her packing for 
her. She would rather have done it for herself; her 
clothes looked so shabby and makeshift in Louise’s re- 
spectful hands. On the bed was a little stack of freshly 
laundered linen, still warm from the iron. Laid out on top 
of the little chest by the bed were the things that she had 
kept in its drawers, among them the little gold lighter with 
the coat of arms on its side. “Oh, that’s not mine,” she 
said, and she picked it up to take it back to its owner. 

In the passage she met Barnabe’s servant, who was 
just coming through a door to the right beyond the stair- 
case, and afterwards she blamed herself for not having 
been more observant of him, but at the time it seemed 
somehow natural that everyone in the house should be 
moving about here and there. It was not like any other 
evening after dinner; it was special, the sort of night 
when windows stay lighted long after they are usually 
dark and all the neighbours know that something is go- 
ing on. And she had the lighter on her mind, too, and 
all the things that it stood for, her own incredible covet- 
ousness not least. Even now she was tempted to keep it, 
in the hope that Yves had forgotten giving it. She did 
speak to the old man, and courteously; she said, “Good 
evening,” and then, making a dutiful if distracted effort 
to read his mind, she added, “If you don’t find the Duke 
in his room, he may be with his sister,” pointing along 
the passage, and then she smiled and went on down the 
stairs. She stopped on the last step, recalling how oddly 
he had held his arms, one hugging the other, and how 
glazed his clear brown eyes had seemed, though he had 
smiled at her when she smiled at him; but she did not 
see that there was anything she should do; and so she 
went on through the dark, cold, empty chambers to the 
door of Yves’s isolated study. 
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When she opened the door, she saw Yves sitting at his 
writing-table looking towards tHp fire. His eyes turned 
quickly to her, and he said, “What have you come for? 
To have another try?” and she heard an indrawn breath 
behind her. Jeanne was sitting in the small arm-chair 
by the fire. Perhaps they had been quiedy talking, in 
the way people can talk after an event, soothing each 
other by emptying their minds of every scrap of thought 
related to the subject. 


Isabel had decided on the way to meet him, coolly but 
politely, with proud dignity and disdainful self-restraint, 
but even without that greeting her ugliest passions 
would have risen at the sight of the man who could be 
blamed for everything in her life that she was ashamed 


of. She forgot everything but her hatred of him; she 
let her hatred swallow up and use the strength of every 
other feeling; and she felt for the last time collected and 


single. “I came to say good-bye,” she said, “and to give 
you this. I don’t want it,” laying the lighter on the 
table. 


“And now you look utterly evil.” 

“Perhaps my face is mirror to more than one man’s,” 
she said. He and the room were softly lit by firelight, an 
unsteady light veined with flowing shadows. The far 
end of the room, where the doors opened on the ter- 
race, was soft brown darkness. The glass of the doors 
glinted redly, reflecting the fire; other objects indicated 
themselves in delicate partial edgings of reflected light. 

“What makes me sad is the thought of how great 
your prospects were,” said Yves, “if you had been at all 
deserving.” 

“Oh, for God’s sake!” 

“You’ve no idea what I might have done for you.” 

“I wouldn’t take anything from you if I were starv- 
ing.” As she spoke, the fire on the hearth flared up, and 
at the far end of the room she saw a stiff forefinger 
crooked at a slant round the edge of the stairway door, 
which was barely ajar. 

“You won’t be offered anything by anyone else,” said 
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Yves in his negligent monotone. “You’ve gone too far.” 

“But, an allowance of some kind,” said Jeanne in a 
troubled voice. “I think my brother will feel . . .” 

“I fail to see why,” said Yves, with an irritated glance 
towards her as he pushed into neatness the edges of a 
sheaf of papers on the table. “Under the circum- 
stances.” 

“Perhaps not,” she said. 

“This fatal manuscript. One might think there «was 
bad luck in it from the beginning, bad luck for us 
all ” 

“All your sins caught up with you,” said Isabel. 
“Didn’t they?” The fire flared up again, sending a 
warm wave of light flowing to the far corners of the 
room. The finger was really there. “I think, by the 
way,” she added in English, “that the recluse is loose,” 
and she wondered why giving the warning should make 
her suddenly unsteady on her feet, when she had not 
been particularly afraid before. Yves did not under- 
stand, and she did not think she could say it again. What 
unnerved her was the idea that the lunatic was once 
again hunting down his kind cousin Mathieu, who was 
really his only friend in the world, because if someone is 
deaf to logic, that is no more than children are, and 
many grown people too, but not to recognize love is to 
be a lost soul. It was a lost soul standing behind that 
door with a stiff forefinger crooked round the edge of it, 
listening to murmurs without meaning as he waited for 
the sound of the special voice. 

The expression on her face attracted Yves’s attention. 
“What did you say?” he asked. She went on staring past 
him; he started to turn and stopped half-way, looking 
down, his eyes abstracted. “Is he there?” he said softly. 
His face was green. “That’s impossible. Are you sure? 

Go at once and No, you had better not move. I 

don’t know what to do.” 

“What is it?” said Jeanne, leaning forward to get up. 
“What’s wrong?” 

“Do sit still, he said in soft fury. 
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She looked at him, amazed. 

They were all motionless, waiting for something to 
happen, Isabel half expecting the lunatic to leap out 

suddenly with a wild yell. “Is it ” said Jeanne in a 

whisper. 

“Don’t say the name,” said Yves. Sweat was trickling 
down his large forehead; Isabel saw the glitter of it. “I 
don’t know what to do. Is he — how far away is he? . . . 
What is he doing? . . .” 

She did not even try to answer. Besides, she could not 
see anything clearly in the shadows, which might be 
answering a movement by the door or merely moving of 
themselves; they shifted and changed as the fire flick- 
ered. Then the door behind her opened briskly, and 

Jeanne gasped and said, “Oh, Mathieu ” and either 

the sound of the door or the sound of that name brought 
the lunatic out from his stairway. Isabel saw a pale 
shape moving in the shadows towards the light; it was a 
moment before she realized that he was quite naked. 
He was tall and rather hairy, and he looked very strong, 
but he moved slowly and stiffly, a strong body steered by 
a damaged brain, and one looked at him and loathed 
him, as if he had made himself what he was, as if it were 
all his own fault. 

“Mathieu?” he said in a mild voice, holding out his 
hand. He was like some gentle soul coming forward at 
a party with hand outstretched to meet the friend who 
had outraged him, as the other guests would see to their 
horror when the meeting came. Only he had no clothes 
on. 

His cousin answered his greeting quietly and made 
conversation, coming forward as he spoke: the quality 
of his voice changed as it echoed at new angles in the 
room; and so did the quality of the madman’s steady 
plod forwards. Some of the purpose went out of it, 
though not all; momentum as well as intention carried 
him on past the writing-table and out of sight behind 
her— out of sight because she did not like to make even 
the slight movement of turning her head. It was dis- 
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turbing to have him so near and not to see what was 
happening. The hair at the back of her neck prickled. 
Then the look of .unconscious longing on Yves’s face 
took all her attention. He stared past her, his lips 

E arted, his bright eyes narrowed, as if he watched the 
all slowing towards his number on a wheel. She knew 
what he was profoundly hoping for ; and shaping the 
words with extreme difficulty she said clearly, “You’ll 
never be so lucky. . . dear Edouard. ...” . . 

His eyes turned slowly towards her. He caught the 
reference. He must have been waiting for it ever since 
he arranged the novel to draw her eye, but it caught him 
unawares for all that, and in his tenderest place, when 
his back was already to the wall. But because he was 
always a hypocrite and self-deceived, a liar to the core, 
living in his shallows, ignoring and ignorant of his 
depths, equally incapable of honest love and honest 
hate, it was the large implication that he resented, that 
he rebelled against with all his shocked little heart and 
soul. He picked up the weapon at hand, the paper- 
weight on the table, the clear glass globe with flowers 
imprisoned in it, and hurled ii at her. She felt the wind 
of its passing and turned with it to see Bamab£ go down 
to his knees and over on his side with a heavy thud that 
knocked the wind out of him. She heard him grunt; 
then he lay quite still. 

There was a rustle of movement. The Duke bent over 
Bamab6; Barnabe’s servant shouldered the door shut; 
Jeanne twisted round, hiding her face in her arms; Yves 
slithered down into his chair. Isabel put one hand on the 
table to steady herself, and the table leaned against her 
in a peculiar way as if it were trying to thrust her back. 
“He’s not hurt,” said the Duke with relief, and the naked 
man was in truth stirring, sitting up, attempting to 
stand up, and it was all going to begin again. The im- 
pact of heavy glass against human skull had been so 
solid that Isabel could not believe him not dead. But 
the large pale body was getting to its feet. “Take 
Jeanne up to her room, Isabel, quicldv.” 
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She seemed to walk with a struggle through deep 
water as she went over to Jeanne. She touched her arm 
and said, “Gome along.” Jeanne did not seem to hear 
or to feel the touch. 

Her brother came over and pulled her out of the chair 
and walked her to the door. “Take her up to her 
room,” he said, pushing Isabel out of the door with her, 
and when they were on the other side of it, he closed 
and locked it. 

They stood in cold darkness; uncurtained windows 
looking north were bright rectangles of moonlit court- 
yard. Isabel took Jeanne’s arm; Jeanne pulled it free. 
“Please don’t touch me,” she said politely in a thread of 
a voice. “I feel sick, I feel sick. . . . That was what you 
tried to do ... to him.” Isabel had been thinking that, 
too, and she too felt sick. One cannot comprehend 
violence till one sees it done. But she was not glad to 
hear it from Jeanne. “I beg you, don’t touch me with 
your murderous hands,” said Jeanne softly. 

Isabel came very close, at that moment, to telling her 
what was in her own history in the way of violence. 
She hung on the edge of telling for what seemed an 
enormous halting instant, and then she said instead, 
“But you see I come by it honestly. Yves tried it too.” 

“Oh, for the love of God, can’t you see he was terri- 
fied for us all? Don’t you see that creature is dangerous 
— insane and dangerous?” 

Isabel looked back and saw a narrow line of dim light 
along the bottom of the door. Her heart pounded. 
“Well, come along,” she said. “I shan’t touch you if 
you can walk by yourself.” 

“I can walk,” said Jeanne, “by myself,” and then she 
stumbled and went down on one knee. She got up 
again, and they went into the next dark, cold room ana 
into die passage, where the hanging lamp swayed by 
the staircase, and up the triangular stone steps, keeping 
carefully close to the outside edge. Isabel went with her 
along the corridor to her room. When she opened the 
door, Clphise came to meet her, wild and beautiful with 
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joy at being rescued from solitude. Isabel closed the 
door on them and went back to her room and lay down 
on the bed for a moment. All the events of the day rose 
up before her like the high wall of a wave advancing very 
slowly, towering lazily towards her, but before it had 
reached her to overwhelm her and press her down and 
drown her, she was asleep, dreamlessly. 

She woke because she was so very cold, lying on top 
of the bed without a covering. The room was dark^ 
the fire had shrunk to a heap of glowing ashes. She 
hopefully put more wood on and struck a match to look 
at her dead watch. It said just past two o’clock, which 
may have been near the truth. She took off her dress 
and shoes and crawled into bed. The bed was warm 
where she had been lying on it; and feeling drowsy as 
she pulled the covers up and tucked them round her 
shoulders, she thought she would sleep again, but she 
had slept her sleep for a while. She could not now even 
keep her eyes shut. She stared into darkness, and her 
thoughts kept drifting, as they do when one is sliding 
down towards sleep, but instead of losing the thread of 
logic, they kept seizing it to bet -.me dreadfully coherent 
and masterful, though out of her control. She saw a 
quaintly dressed little girl, three years old, pick up a 
heavy poker, her face intent and innocently revengeful; 
she neard Yves’s high, strained, lying voice; she saw 
Bamab£ lurching pale and hairy out of the shadows; 
she discovered again that Yves was her father, and all 
but sat upright with the shock of it. She saw the paper- 
weight lying on the creamy rug, not far from where the 
paper scissors had briefly lain, and both deeds seemed 
to have no more than the hollow, transient force of a 
sudden gust of wind. She heard the rumble of the iron 
wheels of Joel’s cart and the distant heavy murmur of 
the train and .the thud and grunt of Bamab6 falling, 
and she saw the castle from far away, a pale, precise 
geometry of sunlit stone, the bleached bones of a dead 

It seemed that her mind had to explore the whole 
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great crazy honeycomb of sensation through which it 
had hurried before; it had to run down alleys that had 
been only glimpsed possibilities) it had to try to contain 
the whole pattern. This hallucinated, exhaustive un- 
covering of memories appeared to accomplish nothing, 
but it went on and on, a conscious nightmare con- 
structed of recognizable truth, until at last, after the 
first cocks had crowed and the sparrows had begun their 
fresh morning song, she went to sleep once more. 

When she woke the second time, it was mid-morning, 
and a fine morning, faintly frosty, a sky like blue silk, 
and sunlight everywhere; and everything was clear for 
her except herself. 

She had come to the castle single-minded, swathed like 
a mummy in the tight wrappings of a dream; and now 
the dream had come undone, and she had fallen apart 
in a chaos of conflicting determinations and desires and 

I )ossibilities. One complete person in her wanted to 
eave the castle at once, empty-handed, and stand alone 
for ever; another longed for love and approval and a 
better guide than her own judgement could ever be; an- 
other looked with cynical shrewdness at the workings of 
the world and stood aloof from them; another seemed 
capable of feeling pity and tenderness and being in- 
volved; another was all windy anger and empty threats; 
another was steadfast, tenacious, and true. She wanted 
to be herself; but what was herself? If her impulses were 
the truth of her, Jeanne’s Isabel was the true one — and 
could she take credit for impulses suppressed by a hunger 
for someone else’s good opinion, even though she knew 
that he was right and she was wrong in the matter? But 
was not her desire to please him equal to an impulse in 
every respect? But was it weakness or unselfishness? 
And was her desire to stand alone in the world courage 
or a cowardly retreat? She had no answers. 

It was an unreal sort of day — an extra unexpected 
day as far as she was concerned, and in truth it did seem 
unprepared for her presence. She kept running across 
routines that she ordinarily did not catch sight of — 
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Fllicie scouring the bathtub; Joel rebuilding the fires in 
the drawing-room, which were still hot in their smother 
of ashes after some, ten hours of neglect ; Arnaud winding 
clocks — and she kept seeing people in unfamiliar as- 
pects; Jeanne looking sallow and stony-faced in a brown 
flannel bathrobe on her way to the lavatory; Louise 
laughing, her eyes Chinese slits of glee, as she talked to 
someone beyond the pantry door; and outside in the 
fine sunlit morning the Duke standing by the well* 
staring at the central courtyard as if he were a tourist 
seeing it for the first time, baffled and uncomprehend- 
ing. Isabel went up to him and across the chasm of the 
events of the night before said, “I wanted to tell you. 
... It seems only fair to tell you. ... He meant that 
paper-weight for me.” The look of stupid wonderment 
on his face did not change, and he looked, besides, so 
tired and harassed that her heart misgave her. His eyes 
were bloodshot; he was quite unable to smile. “It was 
all my fault.” 

“But why?” he said at last. “Why did he mean it for 
you?” 

“Because I taunted him.” 

“I didn’t hear you say anything. . . .” 

“I did, though.” 

“You seem very unconcerned by it,” he said after 
another long pause. 

“Because it didn’t mean much,” she said slowly. “I 
know. I tried, and failed — he tried, and failed. We 
didn’t try hard enough to succeed. It’s the cheap way 
our anger takes us, that’s all. . . . But it’s too bad 
Bamabe got hurt. Innocent bystanders. . . .” Leaning 
on the rim of the well, he looked away from her; she 
could not see his face. Sunlight* glittered blue on his 
dark head. She hunted for the honest thing to say, and 
was still hunting for it when he spoke, still without 
looking at her. 

“Tell me,” he said, “doesn’t it seem to you an ideal 
solution for everything, that we should marry, you 
and I?” 
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It was a theoretical, unemotional sort of question; 
it made her feel a little dizzy, all the same. “I can see a 
hundred things against it,” she saftl unsteadily when the 
sway of the world subsided. She did not think he was 
making fun of her, but she thought he was being a little 
careless with her dignity, such as it was, and that was un- 
like him. But he was tired and troubled. 

“So can I, of course. And so can Jeanne. And Yves. 
Sht was so shocked she could not speak. I half expected 
that. But I half expected her to want what I want, too. 

. . . Am I the only one who sees — perhaps not a hun- 
dred, but a half-dozen, or two or three, at least, good 
reasons for it? But perhaps they aren’t important. It is 
easy to be an egotist. I begin to think myself a very 
innocent sort of person.” But he laughed. He was 
not innocent at all. “However, I could rise above her 
objections. But Yves’s are — insuperable . . . and incom- 
prehensible. He ought to want such an honourable end- 
ing for your history — and one that would be no trouble 
to him! You would be simply a relative — and we have 
such a habit of marrying our relatives. ... It seemed so 
simple and right, you know; so obvious, barring a 

few ” He seesawed on that point and let it go with 

a laugh — not a very cheerful laugh. 

She understood Yves’s objections, however. Such an 
event would shut him out, that was all. She doubted 
whether he was influenced by any desire to spite her — in 
the heat of anger he might want to see her starve, but 
when anger cooled he would not care much one way or 
the other, because he was not a feeling person. She could 
understand that, too, because she had found large areas 
of not caring in herself. She felt she could almost make 
a whole person out of that not caring. She did not care 
that Jeanne was unhappy. She wanted to tell her 
cruelly, Find a famous lover, then Yves will appreciate 
you — he only appreciates what other people put a 
value on — and your price-ticket so far is Claude de 
Varaisne. . . . And she did not suffer for Bamabe, not 
really, not as his cousin Mathieu did. But when she 
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looked at the sleeve of the man beside her and felt the 
faint warmth of the flesh and bone it encased, she cared a 
great deal; she wanted to hold him in her arms and 
comfort his griefs for ever, if she could. But she could 
not. 

“I hate all this so much,” she said softly, looking round 
at all the pillars and fanciful balustrades, coldly white 
and silent, and he looked at her quietly, seemingly un- 
disturbed by such a remark from someone whom he had 
at least considered sharing all this with. But he was 
decidedly a practical man. “What’s the point of it? It 
must have meant something once upon a time, but what 
does it mean now? Isn’t it rather silly, in a republic, 
where people have votes? Liberty and equality — and 
this? Isn’t it rather silly? It’s not really being a duke, 
it’s being a title. . . . Why should he hunger for it so?” 
Some of the spell must have remained, because she said 
these things without feeling that they could touch him, 
a duke, and the owner of it all. And it was no sooner 
denied than it came floating back, the ghost of a frag- 
rance — the charm of old things, of a great name and a 
settled, unassailable place in *he world, a great name 
and a castle for a home. . . . She understood Yves 
there, too; but it was for her the ghost of a fragrance 
now, not the original poppies and mandragora. She 
wanted to be free, though she wanted to be safe; she 
would have liked to be enviably placed, but she 
despised shells without substance and all the flourish- 
ing ciphers of the world; she was in love; and she was 
not sure of anything. “I don’t know what I want,” 
she whispered, vaguely hoping for help, but he did not 
hear. 

“We’re sending Barnabe away,” he said abruptly. 
“I shall go with him, to see him settled, and Yves, too.” 
She said nothing; she thought her relief might rub him 
wrong; but she was very glad that he would no longer 
have the worry of Barnabl. “We shall take him away 
late to-night.” 

“And his servant? Was he hurt? His arm?” 
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“Broken. Rene Maule set it last night — I said it had 
happened in a fall.” 

“Rend Maule?” she said, surprised, because Rend 
was a cowman. 

“Oh, he’s good at such things. He’s set my collarbone 
for me twice. . . . Well, there it is.” He made a fist and 
looked at it, studied it, turning it to catch the light from 
new angles. 

. ‘.‘And when do I go?” 

“To-morrow morning.” 

“I’d like to go to-day.” 

“But I’ve so much to do to-day as it is, with Barnabd’s 
affairs, and my own too. . . .” 

“All right.” 

“Why did you want to go to-day? Because you ‘hate 
all this’?” 

“Because I want to get it over with.” 

“Oh, I can understand that. . . . Well, you’ll go 
straight to Paris. Roubier can ” 

“No, I know a hotel; it’s one Mr Dolphin recom- 
mended. . . .” 

“Very well. . . Oh!” He took something out of his 
pocket, a letter, and laid it on the oaken cover of the 
well. “I seem to have an extraordinary facility for let- 
ting these things slip my mind. But it came only this 
morning.” He waited ; she gazed at the letter. He had 
brought up the subject of Henry — Henry and Henry’s 
proposed and Henry’s mistake — and of course he ex- 

E ected some comment from her; but it did not occur to 
er to make one. After a moment he laughed, touched 
the top of her head lightly, and went away towards his 
office. She felt the weight of that light touch for minutes 
afterwards. * 

She took her letter inside to the drawing-room, where 
the fires blazed cheerfully. It had been written on the 
train; the writing was jiggly yet clearer than usual, as 
if he had tried specially hard against odds to make it 
legible; and it had been posted m the station at Paris. 
The first two sentences had a curious effect on her : “I’m 
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in a compartment with five Frenchmen, all smoking 
cigarettes — French cigarettes !— and talking nine to the 
dozen and generally showing off, very tiresome. One 
of them is wearing jodhpurs ! ! !” The easy insularity of 
that, his assumption that she would share his point of 
view, placed her and displaced her — carried her with 
him, then dropped her off with a jolt somewhere, exactly 
where, she did not know. But he must have written that 
unthinkingly, merely making a beginning of some kind 
in order to make a beginning, because the rest was quite 
different, so respectful and ignorant that it endeared 
him to her — evidently he had gone away reassured, 
thinking everything right and proper, as who would not, 
after an hour or two of the Duke’s thoughtful, confident 
serenity. ... He apologized for having misunderstood 
her; he explained that he understood much better now 
her position in the household and the gratitude she was 
bound to feel towards the Duke, he no longer offered her 
a refuge, but he still offered her love and marriage. He 
seemed to have forgotten her commonplace past in his 
office and forgotten as well her fluttering alarms and 
fears of the day before as he rose away in a compartment 
full of chattering Frenchmen, and remembered her in 
the castle, dark-browed and stately in ancient rooms, 
with firelight on her plum-coloured hair. . . . She could 
see that picture for herself— because she was not that 

E ’rl. Nor was she now the Isabel he had known in 
andon, irresolute, hard-working, day-dreaming, striv- 
ing uncertainly for refinement as her only preparation 
for the dream’s coming true. She wondered what he 
thought he was in love with. 

Amaud was speaking sharply to Joel in the dining- 
room: “Not even to look back! Not even to see if 
something had happened! It might not have broken, 
it might only 'have spilled and needed wiping up——” 

“I’m sorry,* but I was hurrying ” 

“Not even to look back ! rt 

But it was an easy kind of scolding; nothing very 
serious had happened. Clphise nosed one wing of the 
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dining-room door skilfully open and strolled in, wag- 
ging ner tail pleasantly. Isabel .^unused herself for a 
while making her sit up, which she had learned to do 
rather late in life as such things go and which she did 
very clumsily, rearing herself up like a stuffed bolster 
and sometimes having to correct her balance once or 
twice with a desperate shift of her haunches if she were 
not to fall over backwards. When Cephise tired of that 
sport, Isabel picked up the photograph album and sat 
down with it while the gilt-and-marble clock ticked 
sharply on towards lunchtime. Henry’s letter crackled 
in her pocket whenever she shifted her position; she did 
not think of it. She did not think of anything. 

During lunch, Barnabe’s plans were explained to 
Arnaud. They were made to sound like the sudden 
decision of an eccentric recluse, and they seemed to 
be accepted as that; if Arnaud knew or suspected 
something else — and he may have — he did not let it 
show. 

Neither Yves nor Jeanne came to lunch, but Arnaud 
was undisturbed by that, he was only concerned by his 
'master’s low spirits and lack of appetite, and so was 
Isabel. She studied the Duke’s face anxiously and tried 
to think of something cheering to say ; then she blamed 
herself for not understanding by instinct how the pros- 
pect of Barnabe in an asylum must weigh on him 
inconsolably, however necessary it was — and blamed 
herself also for resenting Barnabe, who was robbing her 
of her only friend’s thoughts on her last day. The Duke 
did not talk to her, sank into gloomy meditations when 
his explanations were done, and left her, with hardly a 
word, as soon as lunch was over. 

She took a book froih the table in the drawing-room 
— David. Copperfield - — and went up to her room, which 
looked like a room in a hotel now, with all its surfaces 
clear and three closed suitcases standing in a row on the 
floor. She held a match to the fire, sat down in the wing 
chair, put her feet up on the stone kerb, and opened 
her book. But the little orphan and his Peggotty and 
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Gummidge and Mr Murdstone she could not care 
about. 

It was a sad waste of her last day, to be sitting in her 
room with a book. Being in love seemed to be rather 
like being admitted to a club where one did not know 
the rules and where everything was assumed and noth- 
ing explained. Everything was over her head. Of course 
he was busy with Barnabas affairs and with his own, 
too, in preparation for his absence, and of course he 
was grieving over the necessity of sending Barnabd away 
to strangers and weary after new collisions with the 
rock that was Yves the uncaring; but it was her last 
day. 

Her throat ached and her eyes smarted as she stared 
at the hissing flames ; and time passed, and she began, 
as she thought, to face the fact that she was going. She 
began sketching out plans for the future; but they were 
only new consoling dreams: a dream of becoming some- 
how suave, experienced, and beautiful, a notable beauty, 
independent and admired, highly placed in some exotic 
profession, and then returning — returning witty and 
worldly, equal to anything, elegantly dressed in black 
with pearls and a fur-piece and a smart hat. . . . She 
started out soberly enough, going through her possible 
contacts with glamorous circles, but she let the rest be 
understood as the vague career flowered fantastically all 
in an instant and she was returning, sure of herself, equal 
to anything, but knowing what she wanted and bound 
to get it — and wanting not an impossible marriage, 
hovered over by Yves, resented by Jeanne, in this aged, 
hateful castle of the past, but something else, some sort 
of love affair, private and passionate, outside the world’s 
ways, secret and never-ending, Always their own affair 
and no one else’s. She imagined it, she shaped it elabor- 
ately and defined its details, she listened to endless con- 
versations of the future, his voice and hers saying all the 
things that she truly wanted to say to him and wanted to 
hear from him, and she was nearly happy. The sunlight 
climbed the panelling and disappeared at some moment 
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when she did not happen to be noticing it; the pale fire 
brightened as daylight changed into twilight. The room 
grew dark, the fire declined in a glowing heap of gar- 
nets, cornelians, and rubies, and her spirits sank as the 
future Isabel faded away and the present Isabel in a 
cheap blue suit and scuffed brogues became what she 
had to deal with in the next twenty-four hours. She 
blushed at the use that this Isabel had been making of 
him without his knowledge. 

She went down to dinner as she was, and she found 
him with Yves in the drawing-room. Neither spoke to 
her. Yves flushed a little and turned away; the Duke 
smiled, but not really to her, not to her personally. He 
was still wearing his brown tweeds; Yves was in grey. 
They stood rather far apart, and they had not apparently 
been conversing, but there seemed a lassitude in the 
atmosphere, a kind of failure of enmity, that she had 
never noticed before when they were together, even 
when they seemed most cordial. The Duke was sub- 
missive, almost colourless in his unusual lack of un- 
thinking self-assertion; Yves was deferential to the point 
of obsequiousness. During dinner they both avoided 
her eyes, and they talked only to each other, but only in 
monosyllables. Jeanne’s place remained empty. 

Isabel felt like a ghost, already gone and insubstan- 
tially returned, a memory for everyone, but not a 
memory at the moment in the mind of anyone, because 
no one looked at her, not even Arnaud and Gilles as 
they moved silently through their routines of service, 
subdued by the general strangeness of everything. 

It was their view of things that was beginning to 
grow on her, because it seemed so normal, though it 
had so small a correspcfodence to the truth. With them, 
through the eyes of Arnaud and Gilles and the other 
servants, too, she saw the town mouse, debonair and 
dainty, and the country mouse, earnestly absorbed in 
his rustic duties, and Jeanne divided between them, 
devoted to them both — an ordinary family, embracing 
no more than the usual extremes of human behaviour, 

234 



with their usual family differences that had for the 
moment set some of them to dining separately — and 
thank God that was not going to go on much longer, 
with all the work it made. . . . She almost believed in 
the recluse living in the top storey who had decided at 
last to seek another hermitage and who did not want 
to be observed as he took his leave at midnight. It did 
not then occur to her that they might have fitted her into 
place at the heart of the quarrel. She was the only ji«w 
element, after all, and changes had come when she 
came. In their minds, afterwards, she probably became 
the cause of everything, even of Barnabas sudden 
decision to go. 

Several times the Duke did what she had often seen 
him do, put down his knife and fork, set his elbows on 
the table, and clasped his hands under his chin, for- 
getting to eat because he was thinking, and frowning as 
he thought, his dark face haggard but stoical. Once he 
looked round at the walls, old and .white and tranquil, 
thick to resist storms and time’s slow siege, thick to resist 
change, as if they were new to him, or incomprehensible 
in some way. He seemed to be separated from them by 
the thick glass of a decision made in a different mood 
and not to be questioned now, lest it dissolve in second 
thoughts. At such moments Yves was careful not to 
look at him. 

Yves did not stay for coffee, but that did not improve 
matters. The Duke went to the windows in the drawing- 
room and pulled back the curtains to look out at the 
courtyard and slate rooftops silvered with moonlight as 
he told Amaud that M. Barnabe had decided to leave at 
midnight or thereabouts, that the household was to re- 
tire as usual, that he did not kribw how long he himsplf 
would be away, but that his sister would be there to do 
her best with, any problem that might arise. He stayed 
at the window for a half minute or so after Amaud had 
left the room. Then he took his usual chair, but he did 
not sit back in it; he sat upright and frowningly drank 
his coffee as rapidly as possible and set his cup and 
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saucer down. “I’ve still so much to do,” he said apolo- 
getically, getting up. 

“Yes, of course,” she said, and heVent out. 

After a while Arnaud came in and took away the 
coffee-things ; later he returned, and murmuring some- 
thing kind and deferential, he banked each fire carefully 
and put a screen before it. 

“I think I’ll go up now,” she said, getting to her 
feet.. “You know that I’m leaving in the morning?” 

Yes, he knew that. “And trains and things ” That 

was all arranged. “Then, good night,” she said, 
going to the little stairway, and he said Good nigh 
pleasantly. 

Yves was standing at the door of Jeanne’s room, talk- 
ing to Jeanne; they stopped talking and turned to watch 
Isabel as she passed. Jeanne’s face was pale and sad; 
Yves looked importantly preoccupied, self-intent, dimly 
excited. Something glowed in him; he seemed hardly 
aware of his daughter passing by, though his eyes fol- 
lowed her. No one spoke. 

She got to her room in time to see the golden rect- 
angles on the pavement of the courtyard vanish as the 
lights in the drawing-room went out; a minute later 
Arnaud emerged from the stone porch and crossed the 
pavement to go down the ramp to the gatekeeper’s 
apartments, where his wife waited for him. In another 
hour he would be in bed, warm and snug, and perhaps 
he would stir in his sleep when the car roared past his 
windows carrying Barnabe away, and perhaps he would 
not. He disappeared round the corner. Then the black 
archway brightened, and the Rolls came cautiously 
through and stopped. The lights were switched off; 
Jofl got out, closed the door, and walked back through 
the arch. His day’s work was done, and now he could 
go to bed, too. The courtyard was all clear silver moon- 
light and black shadows and silence. 

Footsteps creaked past her door, hesitated, and went 
on. She hurried to see who it was, on the chance that 
it might not be Yves or Jeanne, and it was not. “I 
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thought you might be asleep,” said the Duke, coining 
back. 

“No ” 

“Well, Isabel . .” he said, meeting her eyes gravely, 
but uncertainty and doubt hovered behind the gravity. 
He was someone going methodically step by step 
through a final action that refused to be very real for 
him, that kept evading his resignation to it, demanding 
and unyielding, though all its details were. He s(opd 
at that confusing corner of mirrors where alternatives 
are still as actual and possible as the choice that has 
been made. 

“You look very tired,” she said. 

“I am.” He rubbed his hand slowly aslant across his 
face. 

“Will you have very far to go to-night?” 

“Not very.” 

“You seem far away already,” she said forlornly. 

“I am, I think. . . . Well, never, mind. Go to bed, 
and go to sleep. They will wake you in the morning, 
and Joel will take you to the train. It’s all arranged. 
You’ve nothing to worry about. I love you so much, 
remember that, though I could not say why!” He 
smiled as if that were a joke, a joke that she could appre- 
ciate, too, even at this moment. “Now, good night,” 
he said, going on towards the stairs. 

Pursued by sober second thought that did not over- 
take her, she ran after him, took him clumsily by the 
shoulders as he turned, and kissed his cheek, and was 
caught in a quick, close embrace that sent her back 
to her room breathless and giddy with an emotion that 
drowned sober second thought and was a long time 
subsiding. It left pain behind ii, an unresolved chord of 
pain that kept sounding, on and on, always and In- 
tolerably the, same. But all she could do now was sub- 
mit as he was submitting, though it was so cruel and 
unusual and unfair a thwarting. 

She had been told to go to bed, but at midnight she 
was still up, sitting on the floor by the window, her arms 
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on the cold sill. The moon was high in the clear grey 
sky; the glossy car was beaded over with dew. Yves in 
his leather coat came through theWch to stand by the 
car. He waited, looking back at the arch. Then the 
low, broad, ape-like figure of Barnabe’s servant ap- 
peared, and then Bamare, looking much like any man 
in a cap, a dark suit, and a thick plaid belted coat. As 
he came in sight, he hesitated and looked back at the 
pjdf colonnaded courtyard, which must have been 
lovely in white moonlight. He took another halting 
step, still looking back, and hesitated again. His servant 
touched his arm gently; and they moved on slowly to 
the car together; but Yves still watched the archway. 
Her chord of pain grew strong and deep, and she shut 
her eyes tight and put her head down on her arms. At 
last a door slammed, then another; the motor was 
started; she listened for the roar that would come when 
Yves sent the car swooping towards the ramp. It did 
not come, and she opened her eyes again, expecting to 
see the car still there. But it had gone; the courtyard 
was empty. 

The sky was clear in the morning. When Louise 
came with breakfast, the sun was not yet up, but day- 
light was luminously blue outside, and the sky was 
cloudless. Isabel had not slept much or well, and she 
had a tiresome crick in her neck. In the depressingly 
even grey light of early morning, in an untidy room, she 
ate breakfast and got dressed. The air smelled of \vood- 
smoke and charred wood, and she was cold. She stowed 
the rest of her things all anyhow into a suitcase, and 
Louise came back and was surprised to find that done. 
She set the suitcases one by one in the corridor. She 
lobked gloomy, as if she, too, found life rather depress- 
ing to-day; her plain dark face was wan. 

When Isabel came back from the lavatory she noticed 
that the door of the Duke’s room was standing open, and 
she went and looked in, feeling it did not matter what 
she did now that she was leaving. The room seemed like 
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old history now, clean and cold and very silent — any- 
one’s room. Grey light picked out the carving in the 
dark wood of panelling, wardrobe, chests, and bed. It 
was a regal bea, set on a dais, curtained in dark red. On 
a small table beside it was a book — the poems of 
Joachim du Bellay, with a torn corner of paper stuck in 
as a marker. She opened it to the mark and read the last 
lines of a sonnet: 

Tristes desirs, vivez doncque contents: 

Car, si le temp finit chose si dure, 

II finira la peine que j’endure. 

She read it as a valediction. It was the Duke’s room, 
after all; in every detail it was the room of that placid- 
seeming, melancholy, laughing man who ate with gusto 
and quoted sad poetry on a foggy night and took what 
came and made the best of it, whose station in life, 
handed down to him as this room had been handed 
down, had been his mould and had become his mirror; 
and she was quite sure in that moment that she would 
never see him again. The strange enchantment that 
had bewitched him, too, wa> over. 

She put the book back as it was and went out. In the 
passage near the stairway she met Arnaud, who was 
carrying a suitcase that was not one of hers. He looked 
amused, triumphant, and irritated, but also resigned. 
“Forgotten!” he exclaimed, indicating the suitcase. He 
saw ner red-rimmed eyes and did not look directly at 
her again, but his voice became very gentle. 

“Did the Duke forget it?” she said. 

“Oh, well, he can borrow what he needs from his 
cousins,” said Arnaud, “but I knew it would happen if I 
was not there.” 

“I’m always so afraid of forgetting things.” 

“Mademoiselle need not be anxious,” he said kindly. 
“I am here to see to it now.” 

She went back to her room. Someone had made the 
bed, or at least had stripped it and put the coverlet 
smooth over the mattress, to make it look a little more 
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pleasant, and the fire was burning well. She stood by 
the fire and warmed her cold hands. The future was 
empty, a great blank; everything Was uncertainty and 
ambiguity. She did not even have Francois Roubier’s 
address in Paris. She decided to think about plans on 
the train; she thought it would be easier to think when 
she had left the castle behind. 

She heard a sound outside and looked out to see the 
old .black touring car nosing through the archway as the 
Rolls had done on the night before. She put on her hat 
and her thick dark-blue coat and picked up her gloves 
and handbag and hesitated at the door, looking back at 
the little room with its speckled red curtains and solid 
crowd of furniture. But one cannot look at a thing 
enough just because one may not see it again. She left 
the room and started down the stairs, pausing again at 
a window to look out at the village. The sky that had 
been clear was clouding over; there was not going to be 
any sun, after all; and she felt bad about the forgotten 
suit-case, as one always feels about anything forgotten 
by travellers, thinking of them discovering the loss and 
suffering over it. 

It occurred to her that she ought to leave something 
for the servants, for Louise in particular, who had 
served her so well. She had thirty francs and a pound 
note; one or the other or both might do; she considered 
the idea. But there is no use trying to disguise it: she 
could not have made herself part with any of the 
money. She needed it for herself. 

Gilles and Louise and F&icie were standing about in 
the hall, looking solemn. Before she could say anything, 
Amaud came in behind her, carrying one of her gloves, 
which he said she had dropped on the staircase. But she 
had forgotten nothing else, he said happily. Then she 
shook hands with them all and went outside. Joel 
opened the door of the car, and she got into the enor- 
mous leathery tonneau and sat back on the hard seat, 
and he slammed the door shut. The others stood in a 
row on the steps; as the car moved, they waved, and 
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Isabel waved. The car went gently across the courtyard 
and turned down the ramp, and Arnaud’s wife waved 
from a window, in the gatekeeper’s lodge, and Isabel 
waved. And then she was on her way, and there was 
nothing to be done about it. 

It was very chilly; and it was too windy for smoking; 
and though she looked back several times, she looked 
always at the wrong moment for catching a glimpse of 
the castle; all she ever saw was the blunted contour* of 
Touraine dreary under a grey February sky. 

They came into Tours at a quarter to nine, and it was 
busy and bustling with morning traffic; trams made a 
great noise in the street. When she saw the station 
square, its image came down slightly askew on her 
memory of it; for an instant there were two station 
squares, then only one. Joel stopped the car, went 
briskly into the station, and came out with her ticket. 
Then he unloaded her luggage. Then he opened the 
back door to let her out. He did everything as if he had 
planned it out in advance, and he kept a frown of earn- 
est concentration on his face to discourage interference 
from her. She did not interfere; it was very pleasant to 
be looked after in that way. 

They went into the gloomy station with its cold ce- 
ment and its smells of coal-dust and oil and metal and 
smoke and its murmur of metallic noises and footsteps 
and people talking, and Joel found an empty coup6 on 
the Paris train and installed her in it. She thanked him 
very much and said good-bye; he said he was at her 
service and wished her a good journey. And then he 
suddenly, shyly grinned, friend to friend. He was not as 
old as she was. “Oh, you’ve done very well!” she said. 

“I was told to!” he said, still grinning, and made a 
little salute, and went; and she sat back to wait for the 
train to start. She had got her wish : she was leaving the 
castle empty-handed; she was going to have to stand 
ajone. Ways and means of getting through the next few 
days started through her head — the first thing was to 
inquire the cost of the cheapest possible passage back to 
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London, then shelter with her stepfather only until she 
had found a job, any kind of job at all. . . . That pros- 
pect was chilly comfort for a des&ate heart, however. 
Inevitably the thought of what Henry had offered her 
entered her mind. 

She heard at last the little scream of the warning 
whistle and felt the tension as the engine took hold, ana 
at the same moment someone rapped urgently on the 
glg£$ of the window. It was Joel, and he had a letter in 
nis hand, and the train was moving. She got the win- 
dow down as quickly as she could, and he moved along 
the platform with the train till he could hand the letter 
in. There was no difficulty about it, but his face was 
agonized. When she had the letter, he stood still and 
was left behind, shaking his head ruefully and making a 
gesture of fanning his face with his hand. She wondered 
what he would have done if he had remembered it too 
late — raced the train to Blois or all the way to Paris, 
perhaps; but if he had missed her there, he could not 
have delivered it, because he did not know where she 
was going in Paris. No one knew. 

The letter was .sealed with a few casual blobs of red 
wax; on the other side was her name, and it was queer 
to see her name written out in that clear, small, spiky 
writing. It was like hearing her name spoken by his 
voice; it was like being touched by his hand; and the 
unresolved chord of pain started again, her heart ached 
with it. The heavy iron wheels of the train were clicking 
regularly along the joints of the iron rails, chanting their 
ominous phrases; a few drops of cold rain streaked the 
window. The sky was a heavier, closer grey than before; 
the fields looked desolate under it. Then she read her 
name again, opened the»letter, and lost touch with the 
woftd she was passing through for a long while. 

It was dated the night before at eight forty-five p.m. 

“Even now,” he wrote, “I cannot believe that what 
is going to happen will happen. I write this in the office, 
as I have often enough written letters before, the usual 
lamp hot nearby, the air blue with smoke, night black 

242 



against the window, and it seems that old habit will in- 
sist that I wake to-morrow in my own bed with an 
ordinary day before me. Instead, I shall have escaped 
from everything that has made my life a long burden 
without rewards; I shall be in Paris with the whole 
past shuffled off and even my name not my own. I can- 
not quite believe it. But this I know, this I trust to: I 
have never in all my life come to a decision of any 
magnitude without vacillations and waverings enough 
to rub my soul raw, but once the decision was made, I 
have always managed to accept it without foolish re- 
pining, and more than that, make myself fairly comfort- 
able in it. Events are in motion; I shall be carried with 
the current through the difficult hours ahead, and once 
grounded on the new shore, I shall be myself again, and 
more my own master than I have been for twenty years 
— a strange and glorious thought! 

“It will mean an ugly moment for Jeanne, for all the 
people here. Isabel, I cannot let that stop me. Yet car- 
ing about it has made all other regrets weigh almost 

nothing. And, besides Well, you know a little what 

my life has been. I should not have minded the pay- 
ment of any set sum if it had spared me his fretful pres- 
ence, his surveillance, his unholy readiness to take 
advantage of any yielding, his hints and reminders, and 
above all his hateful pretence that our relations were 
those of any cousins, one benevolent, the other in need 
and grateful — with always the satisfaction in his eyes 
as he thanked me to show the truth and warn that the 
next time we met there would be another contest. I 
might have found it intolerable at last if it had been 
mere ineffectual wrangling, like the endless complaints 
of a nagging wife, because one #nust have some peace of 
mind, one cannot live forever with contentiousness, fine 
wears out at last; but as it was, it was a thousand times 
worse. It was a necessary resistance that always ended 
in a necessary submission. I remember as a child the 

{ nirsued, the penetrated look on my father’s face as he 
eft my mother, striving to maintain his dignity as he 
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hurried to escape the decorous relentless flailing of her 
voice — I felt the same, many times. But he could refuse 
to yield if he chose; when it came^to a final issue, I had 
always to submit. He killed himself in the end. At least, 
he drowned off the beach at Saint Malo; myself, I am 
convinced that having swum out of her reach, he lacked 
the courage to swim back; and I do not blame him. 
As for me, I, too, have had enough. Kings can abdi- 
C£tf ; why not dukes? Suddenly a door swings open; I 
would be a fool to let it swing shut again in the hope 
that some other event may come to set me free, for what 
if it never comes, or comes too late? Life is too short for 
such risks. 

“Barnab6, you see, died before we could get him back 
to his rooms. Yves went to pieces completely for a while. 
I had to carry that poor creature up those dreadful 
stairs alone — a deed that I doubt I could accomplish 
under lesser stress, for my first thought was naturally how 
to keep from the world what had happened. It seemed 
a shameful thing, that random blow struck in panic, as 
I thought — and of course it was actually far worse than 
that, if your view of the situation is correct — not an 
affair to be arranged and composed in public, by out- 
siders. And it had happened; no public process of law 
could undo it. I had promised Uncle Gondebaud to 
keep his son here in retirement as long as possible — it 
was a promise I did not need to make. I should have 
done so in any case, but there it is. Poor man, he hoped 
for so much from his connection with our family, and 
got so little. He spent his fortune on us, he lost his fine 
son at our hands. The least I could do now was keep 
his name out of scandalous history. 

“It occurred to me,, then that this horrible affair 
mfght serve to open Yves’s eyes somehow, to waken him 
to the injustice of what he has threatened to do all these 
years. My ideas were not clear, and I cannot describe 
them clearly to you now, but it seemed that things might 
be different. I went first to Jeanne, to reassure her; I 
soon found myself instead defending your little affair 
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again — but she would see no possible excuse for that. 
“Are you in love with her,” she said at last, “that you 
are so blind to her sins?” She meant to shock me into a 
clearer view of the incident as she saw it, so impossible it 
seemed to her that I could be in love with Henriette 
Miet’s daughter. There followed, more or less, what I 
indicated to you when we met by the well this morning. 
I left her angrily, irritated beyond measure by her pre- 
judices — it was particularly difficult to have her t$k£ 
Yves’s side, ignorant as she was, at a moment like that. 
“Ar tyou in love with him," I said finally, “that you” and 
so forth, and she was aghast and horrified that I could 
suggest such a thing, she who was devoted heart and 
soul and forever to the memory of Claude — Claude ! I 
longed for honesty, simple honesty, as a man longs for 
water in a desert. 

“I went back to Yves and found what one might ex- 
pect — a shambling terror of death, a grotesque, convul- 
sive fear of consequences. Unless I. got him out of it 
somehow, he said, he would tell Jeanne what she had 
done, and so forth. . . . The old story. Well, more than 
ever I saw what effect that knowledge would have on 
her, because she is not all sham, and to have on one’s 
conscience, however innocently, the thirty-eight hor- 
ribly wasted years of a man who was once a fine and 
clever and brave and gay little boy. ... I tried to pro- 
pose my plan to him — it had become a plan by that 
time. I made a poor job of it — little wonder. I could 
not talk of such things as this bewildering mixture of 
tenderness and friendship and love to him, and he 
seemed to gather it was some absurd notion of far- 
fetched ridiculous compensation that chiefly motivated 
me. Besides, all he could keep fijs attention on just then 
was saving himself from being punished for what he held 
done. However, he agreed to it; then suddenly he 
shrieked out, “But no children!” and the true hopeless- 
ness of my position came to me and brought with it a 
desolation of spirit such as I had never known before. 

“I could not bargain with Barnabe’s miserable death 
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because I, too, wanted to keep that hidden from the 
world. And in any case, whatever agreement I made 
with Yves, I could not trust him to lceep it. Nothing was 
changed, nothing. It was all going to go on as before. 
He had so encroached on my life that I had only one 
small corner of it to call my own, and it was a corner as 
narrow and close as a coffin. If ever I raised my head, 
showed signs of life, he was there to thrust me back. I 
remembered the shape of Barnabe shrouded in a sheet 
on his bed, and the idea came full-blown into my head. 

“All this while, I am ashamed to say, but I was half 
beside myself, Barnabas servant sat nursing his arm. I 
took him to the office then, got Rene out of bed, and we 
set the arm — it was a simple fracture. When we were 
once again alone together, I put my new idea to him, 
and he looked at me with gentle amazement, as if won- 
dering that I hesitated for a moment. We talked about 
it, there in the office — that is, I talked, he nodded or 
shook his head over details. It began to seem so feasible. 
But coming back through the courtyards, I confess the 
casde had never looked more beautiful to me, or more 
my own. 

“I told Yves what I wanted to do. He was for a 
moment rocked back on his heels; such a thing, such a 

E ossibility, had never entered his mind. What man, 
eing a duke, would want to stop being a duke, for the 
sake of a little freedom in the nondescript world out of 
the society that he adored ? But in another moment he 
had greedily seized it and grown calm in an instant. 
He was as abruptly preoccupied as a great snake en- 
gaged in swallowing a rabbit. The change in him was 
miraculous. All his nervous collapse seemed to be no 
more than the racketing of a tool that had required the 
tightening of some tiny bolt in order to work smoothly 
again. It left no trace. Within five minutes he was 
solemnly discussing the estate with me as if I had been 
some spectacled lawyer empowered to turn it over to 
him. Open triumph would have been more acceptable 
from him than his solemn little air of facing a natural 
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turn of events with judicious calm and restraint. To- 
day he has been talking in the vein that it has all hap- 
pened for the best — a happy release from suffering for 
poor Barnab£ and let the rest go without saying. His 
care to keep out of my way, to avoid disturbing my de- 
cision, gives me a taste of what life could be. But when 
I think of all that is in his mind, all that sour, acrid mass 
of covetousness and evasion and egotism and casual 

thoughtless cruelty Is he to be understood, cfcear 

Isabel? Is he to be ever understood by you, whose 
passions are so honest and direct, who sees her faults and 
mistakes, and admits them, who has lived so bravely 
alone under the burden of namelessness and poverty? 
I want never to see him again. 

“This is what will happen. 

“When Yves returns to Ferrongalles in a week or two 
or three, he will be surprised not to find me there. He 
will explain that at the last moment on the night of 
Bamabe’s departure I changed my -mind about going 
with him and Barnabe ; and he will throw hints about 
that I was melancholy as I told them good-bye. And 
then they will search the grounds and the small dark 
stairways where I might have fallen and broken my 
neck, and then they will drag the river, perhaps, and 
one day, not too soon, if he is lucky, and if I am lucky, 
they will find me in a part of the castle where no one 
ever goes because it is dark and dirty and there are ver- 
min and the wooden stairs are rotten and unsafe — they 
will find me in my old brown suit with my watch run 
down on my wrist and a cracked skull. We were enough 
alike for that, Barnabe and I, if time is allowed to do its 
work. And they will say I killed myself in a fit 'of de- 
pression, and Yves will then be the Duke. And I shall 
henceforth be Barnabe and a free man.” 5 

There was -one more page of the small, spiky hand- 
writing; it dealt with the free future. Below the signa- 
ture were two addresses — that of Francois Roubier, and 
another. There was money enclosed, quite a number of 
thousand-franc notes, fresh and clean and the colour of 
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wild anemones. And it was February, spring was on the 
way. But she could not get into her head what had 
happened. 

The train was stopping at Blois; she looked out at the 
sparse movement on the sunless platform. She saw a 
man curiously dressed in riding breeches and laced boots 
and a Tirolese hat; he turned up a moment later at the 
door of her compartment, sliding the door open, put- 
ting his yellow leather suitcase up on the rack, settling 
himself on the seat, and before long he made an obser- 
vation about the weather. She told him that she did 
not speak French; and when he then smiled very ex- 
pressively and offered cigarettes, she smiled too, but 
pointed to the sign that said smoking was forbidden. 
He took the rebuff nicely and went out to smoke his 
cigarette in another compartment, leaving his suitcase 
where it was, which prevented others who paused in 
the corridor outside the door from coming in. It was a 
little awkward towards the end of the journey when he 
came back to get his suitcase and found her smoking, but 
by that time she had read her letter over three or four 
times, and Paris was at hand, and she could not worry 
about a stranger’s feelings. 

They came into Paris at midday, and it was raining. 
She got a porter at once, but they had to wait outside 
for a taxi until one came delivering another traveller to 
the station. She gave the driver the name of the hotel 
where she had stayed before with Daphne. And then 
once again she rode through the vast ornate spacious- 
ness of Paris, now subdued and glistening in rain, but 
as thronged with people and noise and movement as 
before; its endless life going on as it had been going on 
while she was away. Tfce odd thought came to her in 
the 7 taxi that everyone who knew of them would see 
Yves as the normal man, with his friends and love affairs 
and possessions and final inheritance, and the Duke as a 
queer miserly rustic who had ended his life in a fit of 
pointless despair. That thought made the whole world 
seem a surface unrelated to its depths. 
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The hall porter at the Aotel was the same dark, sharp, 
weary, middle-aged man as before; she remembered 
him, and he seemed to recognize her — that sort of 
look came into his hard, pleasant eyes as she passed his 
counter. She asked the clerk for a bedroom and sitting- 
room, pardy because Daphne had asked for a sitting- 
room before and she thought it might be the proper 
thing, and partly for reasons that she did not explain to 
herself, making provision for a situation that she did not 
try to see clearly. She was shown to a suite on the same 
floor as before but looking out on a street instead of the 
glazed roof of the court. The street was narrow, de- 
serted at the moment, wet with rain, and loomed over 
by the joined massive facades of narrow buildings of 
differing designs. Some of the ground floors contained 
shops. The one at the corner said Patisserie-Confiserie 
in gold letters on the plate-glass window; the one next 
to it said, below the name of the proprietor, Produits de 
Beaute. She had not yet taken off her coat or hat, and 
so she went out into the red corridor at once, before she 
could argue herself into delay, and down the red-car- 
peted steps and outside intc the thin, persistent rain. 
She turned the wrong way and had to walk all round 
the square before she came to the Produits de Beaute. 
She asked the clerk, who was a handsome woman with 
glorious red-gold hair, for something to use on rough 
hands, and the clerk recommended something in a pink 
glass jar that cost an appalling sum. But Isabel bought 
it and went back to the hotel, feeling foolish and 
ashamed. 

She was hungry now,, but she was less and less able 
to face new situations, and eating lunch in the dining- 
room of a hotel in Paris would, have been very new to 
her. It was a while before she could gather up enodgh 
courage to ring the waiter’s bell. But when the waiter 
came, he was so unalarming a type, young, stout, and 
eager, that she dared to ask him if he could also bring 
her a map of Paris. He could ; and it came with the 
lunch on a little silver salver of its own, a small red 
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book with an index and small Wps of each subdivision 
as well as a folding map of the whole of Paris. 

The lunch was not good. The thick soup was yellow 
in colour, indefinable in taste, aqd too salty; and the 
veal cutlet was also too salty; and she had ordered Vichy 
water with it, which did not help. But it was food. 
When the waiter came to take the table away, he asked 
if everything had pleased, and she said like a coward 
that it had all been excellent. It was part of the 
wretchedness of that day that she should disgust herself 
in small ways as well as large, that she should feel 
cheated as well as misguided. 

The sitting-room itself looked like something that a 
more wary traveller would have rejected. The walls 
were salmon-coloured, the carpet pink and mauve, the 
furniture ugly and uncomfortable. There was a fire- 
place, but it was closed off by a metal shutter. The little 
balcony outside the tall rain-streaked windows was spat- 
tered and splashed with bird-droppings, pale against 
sooty stone. 

The murmur of real Paris, hollow, ceaseless, enor- 
mous, pervaded the air like an endless vibration as she 
studied the map. With the help of the index she found 
her hotel and the short street that had been named in 
the letter; they were only a few streets apart, possibly a 
five minutes’ walk, scarcely worth the cost of a taxi. 
But when she looked out the address, she frightened 
herself again by re-reading that last page. 

She felt desire and dread — they were one feeling in 
her, two opposites mingled in a mixture that was al- 
ways on the edge of imbalance. There was a saying that 
Betty’u brother had once daringly quoted to her, mean- 
ing nothing personal by^t, merely striking out on a bold 
linfe of conversation from which ne had quickly made a 
lame retreat, blushing furiously: Love is not just one 
thing, it is twenty things; but it is not nineteen. She did 
not think of that now, but it was in her mind, part of 
the chaos of herself that prevented her thinking steadily 
of anything. 
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At moments the crazy* recklessness of the whole affair 
constricted her heart; she was sure that it would not 
work out, that there would be untimely discoveries, in- 
vestigations, the stem intervention of law, and public 
scandal. It was impossible that a man could slip into 
another man’s shoes and not be found out. They were 
counting on a control of the world’s ways that existed 
only at the castle. They were all mad, and her friend 
was the maddest. And at moments she lost herself yi B a 
wild storm of helpless rage at the thought of how he was 
being robbed by Yves of his past and his future, his 
home, his name, his money, his habits, his dignity. She 
could not bear it. But when those intensities of fear and 
fury died, she was back in chaos again. She could catch 
glimpses of what he saw in her: inexperience and a per- 
sistent desire to please him, a quick mind and an eager 
heart, a deferential mind and a loyal heart — qualities 
bound to appeal to the object of that prejudiced devo- 
tion, that stubborn loyalty. But she saw other things as 
well: an ugly gladness over the grief that was coming 
to Jeanne, an unforgiving detestation of Yves, a hunger 
for honesty and independence that made her sub- 
servience seem the worst sort of hypocrisy. He would 
not love those things in he'’, she felt, if he knew they 
were there. And she kept hearing now the clear echo 
of two phrases that she had hardly heard when they 
were spoken : “The clumsiness of you . . . the frightful 
clothes you wear. ...” They ought to have reassured 
her; they ought to have made her perceive how well, 
perhaps, he did see her; instead, they humbled her to 
the ground. Such a one as she was could never console 
him for what he was losing. 

Henry’s hand seemed stretched out to rescue her 
from that rough sea — to save her from a bitter faildre, 
to pull her back from an ugly attempt at revenge. He 
might be a little difficult for a while, but it would not 
last; it could not last if he was to go on with his work 
and his friendships; she would soon be one facet in his 
many-faceted life, important enough, but lighted only 
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occasionally by his interested Attention; she would be 
mostly ignored and able to live as she pleased in the 
shadows, or so she felt. And she was not afraid of dis- 
appointing Henry. He would lik$ to look at her how- 
ever she dressed; he never noticed women’s clothes. 
There would be a nice house in St. John’s Wood, with 
two maids and a cook, and Henry off to the office five 
days a week, and everything that belonged to the castle 
as. remote as if it had never happened — and it was not 
as if she did not really like him very much. She was fond 
of him, and she admired him, too, and the idea of him 
did not make her dizzy with desire and dread. She had 
not seen him doubly caged and then suddenly set free 
like a terrifying tiger. 

There was a knock on the door. She thought it one 
of the hotel servants and called, “Come in!” but the 
knock was repeated, and she went to open the door, 
puzzled, but not giving herself time to become really 
uneasy. The last person that she expected to see stood 
in the red corridor: Yves. 

He was dressed for town in dark grey and a black top- 
coat; his hat, pale gloves, and stick were in one hand; 
his foreshortened face with its large forehead and fine 
features and expressive eyes was composed in an ex- 
pression of cool greeting. He glanced past her and said, 
“May I come in?” She let him in; she was not afraid 
of him. “Nasty weather,” he said, laying his hat and 
gloves and stick on a little table near the door. 

“How did you know I was here?” 

“I thought it likely you’d- go to the same hotel as 
before. . . . Though Miss Small certainly did not speak 
well ofiit. . . . Which does not greatly surprise me . . .” 
he said, strolling to look gut of the window. Seeing him 
herfe, in this setting, in a hotel sitting-room in Paris, 
silhouetted at a window against a view of dark, rainy 
facades, looking like any other prosperous man of the 
world after all that had taken place, was like waking to 
daylight after a nightmare ; it made every view of things 
except the true one pull at her mind to shape it in a 
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pattern of falsehood, because he looked so normal and 
the truth was so strange. She would have expected him 
not to be able to face her, and she would have expected 
herself to draw back from him in horror, but here he 
was, and here was she, in conversation. “Isabel,” he 
said, still with his back to her “the facts are what they 
are, we can’t make them different, either of us.” 

“My dear father,” she said, and his shoulders seemed 
to shrink a little. , 

“I may have been . . . unkind to you on occasion, 
without really meaning it.” 

“And many times meaning it.” 

“But can’t you see ” he said in a higher, tighter 

voice, “can’t you understand the shock it was for me, 
without warning, after so long a time, and with my life 
in order? . . . Don’t you know what it is to be thrown 
off balance and — and stagger wildly trying to regain 
it?” She was listening to him, and that gave him con- 
fidence; he turned round. “My first thought was to get 
free of you somehow; I admit that. To disencumber 
myself. By any means at all. That was instinct. That 
was natural. I did not know you — I had no idea what 
you were, what you might come to mean, the interest, 
yes, the pride that I might .ome to feel. . . . There was 
always another instinct, hidden from me at first, but far 
stronger, far less to be denied. . . In spite of everything 
it is a bond, Isabel. I want to provide for you.” 

“Where is Barnabe?” she said ironically. “Are you 
quite free to give your attention to me?” 

“Oh, yes,” he said, and he turned to gaze out of the 
window again. “He is settled in a safe asylum. . . .” 

She went quietly to the sofa and put her letter and 
the map of Paris into her handjpag ana put her handbag 
on the mantel. Of course there had been promise of 
secrecy made, promises that had already been broken; 
and of course he had expected them to be broken — but 
not so soon. He did not know that she knew what had 
happened. He thought that she was one of those who 
would believe in a few weeks that the Duke had killed 
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himself. He was, in effect, Inviting her back to the 
castle. He was already clothed in the dignity of a duke 
and equal to anything. The hungry past was all for- 
gotten. He had swallowed his rabbit, and the world was 
new. • 

She considered what it would be like to go back with 
him, an awed and docile daughter at first, respectful 
and forgiving, and then by hints and double-edged re- 
marks to disturb his tranquillity, watch him awaken to 
uneasiness, and make him find out how it feels to carry 
an incubus. 

“Provide for me— do you mean here, in Paris?” 

“For now, yes, in Paris,” he said, turning once more. 

Beyond the glass behind him the rain thickened, 
sighing through the cold, darkening air. The afternoon 
was closing in; it was already dusk in the room; but she 
did not want to turn on lights because she knew how a 
lighted room hurries on the night outside. “But surely 
you would never let me go back to Ferron^alles?” 

“Perhaps,” he said, watching her. “Eventually.” 

Why not? He would be the Duke. She could go back 
and take possession till he bought her off. “You would 
acknowledge me?” 

“Perhaps,” he said. After a moment he added, “Yes. 
And with very great pride.” He must have been glad of 
the gathering twilight, because he sounded humble and 
defenceless as he had never sounded before. This was 
what he had learned to want — and what joy there 
would be in giving it to him, with a difference. . . . 
What satisfaction there would be in turning the tables 
. . . and turning the screw. . . . “Will you?” he 
said. ' 

All she had to say w^s Yes, and the thing was done, 
thtf agony of indecision would be over.“I don’t know,” 
she said. 

“But you must decide,” he said rather impatiently, 
because he was trivially hurt. “You can’t stay here in 
this horrid hovel in any case. You have no money. Or 
not much, I should imagine?” 
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“Mr Dolphin asked* me to marry him . . . you 
know . . she said. 

“That tempts you? It can’t, now.” He smiled. “It 
can’t. Does it? No, Isabel, you must make up your 
mind. What are you going to do?” 

She pressed her hands against her cheeks and looked 
along three paths. She could go back to the castle, she 
could go to London, Henry, and safe second best, or 
she could take a short walk through the rainy street^ to 
a street not far away and the best man in the world, 
whom she loved with all her heart, whom she would 
have died for, and who terrified her, and whose desires 
and expectations she was sure she would never be able 
to satisfy in any way. “I don’t know,” she said. 


THE END 



